Department: The Promethean, Contents May Be Hot (2008-2009)

THE PROMETHEAN
THE LITERARY ARTS JOURNAL
OF CONCORDIA UNIVERSITY-PORTLAND

.

2008 / 2009 ISSUE

CONTENTS MAY BE HOT

Published by CU Commons, 2009

'·

1

The Promethean, Vol. 17 [2009], Iss. 1, Art. 1

THE PROMETHEAN
The Literary Ar ts Journal of
Concordia U niversity-Portland

, .

The 2008/2009 Issue:

CONTENTS MAY BE HOT
http://commons.cu-portland.edu/promethean/vol17/iss1/1

2

Department: The Promethean, Contents May Be Hot (2008-2009)

EDITORIAL STAFF:
Managing Editors

Kristine Pugsley
.J ess Bouchard

Assistant· Manat,>-ing E ditor

Cassondra Shaw

Student Editors

Brittani Brown
Shawn Drake
Benjamin Fitzgerald
Beth Holian
Benjarrun Miller
Kaitl yn Montague
.J ared Powell
.J eremy Richards
Indu Shanmugam
Brianna Sylvia-Clarno
Jeriann Watkins
Vanessa Wendland

Faculty Advisor

Dr. Kimberly Knutsen

Pre-Press

Kristine Pugsley

do not microwave cup.

-Jessica Kamppi

The Promethean is an annual jo urnal of the College of Theology, i\rrs,
and Sciences of Concordia University-Portland. The publication of The
Promethean is made possible with funding from the Associated Students
of Concordia University (ASCU). The content is chosen by an editorial
staff of faculty and student editors. The opinions expressed in the
journal do not necessarily refl ect those of rhe College of Theology, Arts,
and Sciences of Concordia University. All wo rks are copyrighted.
Manuscript submissions and correspondence can be sent electronically to
promethean@cu-porcland.edu or by mail to The Promethean, Department
of Humanit!es, College of Theology, Arts, and Sciences, Concordia
University-Portland, 2811 NE Holman Street, Portland, Oregon 97211 .
Manuscripts sent by post sho uld be accompanied by a stamped, selfaddressed envelope. Since Tbe Promethean uses a blind review process,
contributors' names should not appear on their manuscripts; instead, they
sho uld be included in an accompanying email or cover letter.

Tbe Promethean is printed by Natural Press on recycled paper ·with soy
inks.

Published by CU Commons, 2009

3

3

The Promethean, Vol. 17 [2009], Iss. 1, Art. 1

INVITATION TO CONTENTS MAY BE HOT:
NOTES ON THE 2008/2009 ISSUE:

CONTENTS

POETRY
During our first meeting, I let the staff know my expectations
for the 2008-2009 Promethean edition. Like previous years, I
imagined fresh, bold writing and raw talent. With the same inspiration, I imagined a bolder journal; a journal with power and
authenticity; a journal that would forever be memorable for the
quality, quantity and impression. The Prome!hecm staff grounded
these ideas, while the contributors shaped them. I've never felt
prouder of The Promethean. Graduating and leaving the position
to Kristine never scared me; I knew we had the same visions,
and I give all the credit to her.
-Jess Bouchard, Managing Editor Fall Semester
Working on The Promethean this spring has been one of the
most difficult experiences of my college career, but, like so
many 'diffucult' things, it has also been the most rewarding.
As Managing Editor I have seen the process through from all
angles: working as a member of the submissions team, copyediting and all the procedures involved with pre-press. I know
this complication inside and out. The words are by now familar; the emotion and movement behind each piece has touched
me deeply. For my final semester at Concordia I could ask for
no greater privilege than to be so intimately involved with this
caliber of publication.
This 2008-2009 Promethean is unique. It is a continuation of
Jes s' and my vision for the edition: the works inside are bold,
captivating, exciting, and raw. As The Promethea!l has grown in
popularity it's quality has increased accordingly. This is no solitary work, and credit truly goes out to Jess, the editorial staff,
and all contributers whose work truly made the contents "hot."
It is on their behalf that I present to you the 2008-2009 edition
of The Promethean: Contents Mqy Be Hot.
-Kristine Pugsley, Managing E ditor Spring Semester
http://commons.cu-portland.edu/promethean/vol17/iss1/1
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DESERT
Kristine Pttgslry

The car windows are yellow, glinting opaque as the
sunset filters through the dust coated glass. Outside, the world
matches - long stretches of golden brown and red dirt Bush
the desert dusk, tinged by twilight. I put my palm Bush against
the smooth panel, soaking up the warmth. Twelve hours, one
hundred degrees. It is pleasant now. At lunch, Sam scorched his
hand by accidentally leaning against the hood.
Across from me slumped in the worn navy bucket seat,
his eyes slide over the road ahead, unblinking. The band-aid on
his first finger is peeling, stained with grit and sweat.
"You wanna swap?" I ask, voice husky from lack of use.
Twelve hours, and the radio spluttered and died after four. We've
listened to the desert music since; the reverb of the old Chevy
engine and, as the cars around us drifted away, a deep falling
silence.
"No, its fine."
"Your eyes are starting to look tired, that's all."
"They aren't." He turns his head, and raises his eyebrows
to show me. The whites of his eyes are streaked so slightly with
red veins -irritated by dust, I think. It gets into everything here.
Dark fringe falls across his forehead and sticks from perspiration
against his fair skin. I don't comment on the deepening circles
under the dark blue eyes. He'll pull over when he's ready. It's
routine.
Witl1 a sigh, I turn to look out the back. Our boxes
are wedged pell-mell into the backseat; cardboard boxes and
old mismatched Rubbermaid tubs overflow with three years of
accumulated junk, the heavy black guitar case perched on top.
The end of it sticks into the front seat by Sam's ear, and makes it
impossible for us to move the seat backward. He has to drive at
my settings, so his knees press uncomfortably against the dash.
The plethora of stickers slapped so artistically onto the dimpled
surface of the case are fading, the letters bleached from sun
exposure and heat.
8
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Mu.ric LitJes.
Dc/1Je Niatthnvs Band
Eric Clapton Lit;e at the Opera bouse
My favorite: God created beer to pretJent the Irishjiw11 taking
otJer the JJJorld.
We aren't Irish.
The edges of the case are frayed and battered, but I
tl1ink iliis gives it character. Besides, the treasure is what is inside:
Sam's acoustic Les Paul Classic. Beauty in maple and mahogany,
steel strings and topped with a gleaming finish. Money. I can't
play a note.
.
"I'm glad it's cooling off a little," I say, settmg back
into my seat. "It was getting too hot for the guitar." Sam nods.
Twelve hours. The desert nights are cool enough, but dunng
the day the sun turns tl1e little Chevy into our own mobile Easy
Bake Oven. Deatl1 for a guitar. Even I know this.
In front of us, the road stretches on. Arizona goes on
forever, I think. It is nothingness and everything; beauty and pain,
heart, pleasure, torture. Something you can't bottle up and take
home with you. And no matter how hard you try, the heat never
stays. It soaks into your skin, but an embalming with Arizona
sunshine will make you crazy. As soon as you leave the state, so
does the warmth. California is dirty. Nevada is melancholy and
empty, Utah desolate and chilled. Oregon is beauty with a cold
shoulder, Washington drowned.
Pillars of red stone spot the horizon, rising into
trademark arches and columns that make Arizona the gem of tl1e
southwest. I take a breath of the dry air and nearly choke; we can't
roll down the windows because of the dust, and the car is stuffy.
Sam smells faintly like Axe body spray and the cheeseburgers
we ate for lunch. When I cough, it's not from the fine earth
filaments that Boat through the vents but the sudden resurgent
smell of French fries wafting behind me. T he threadbare seats
are soaking it up. We're going to reek of McDonalds forever. I
just want to go run in the wild open spaces, to shed the shaken
uneasy feeling of twelve hours.
''You look a little squirrely there, Arana." He calls me by
my Spanish nickname. Spider. Always moving.
"Just restless."
9
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"Lets pull over then." A wicked grin spreads across his
face and I know what he's thinking before the car even begins
to slow, to drift. \Ve're stopped on the edge of the road, utterly
alone. The sun setting rapidly in the West brings definition to
the blanketed East, fl ecked with stars in a lavender sky.
Sex in the desert is like music: scorpions be damned.
We hit the high notes together, and lay naked in the sand.

Untitled © 2008 Brianna Sylvia-Clarno

~--
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Untitled© 2008 Brianna Sylvia-Clarno

10

Published by CU Commons, 2009

11
I,

7

The Promethean, Vol. 17 [2009], Iss. 1, Art. 1

(IN)DIGESTION

spagh etti dinner.
I'm really learning now!

Cora Canzler

I know I have an anatomy tes t tomorrow worth 90
p ercen t of my grade, the other ten percent being attendance.
I d1ought the bes t way to study for this test and
m emorize the pancreatic enzymes would be to perform a live
operation on my own G I tract in m y dorm room.
Fortunately, I keep a lot of rubbing alcohol in my
room to clean my zits.
I p oured some on my exposed belly and leaned back at
a 45 degree angle. I also sterilized the butter knife I borrowed
from the cafeteria.
I must remember to sterilize it post-operatively before
returning it.
First slice directly over the pyloric sphincter where the
duodenum begins. The butter knife is dull and I come to the
realization that both hands will be n eeded during the operation.
I press and I press.
I saw and I saw.
The skin breaks at last. The blood springs forth as if
it has been building up pressure anticipating its release since its
progenitor beginnings.
"This is a bit messier than anticipated," I muse.
Seeing as moving is difficult momentarily, I reach for
the nearest absorptive obj ect. My faithful dog stuffed animal
plugs my gaping wound. I dab and I dab and replace my loving, bloody dog back where it came from.
I abandon the butter knife.
I need to feel the duodenum and the transition into
d1e jejunum.
Like a snake it fl exes and wrid1es while mulling and
digesting my fo od. I grasp my entrails firmly so they cannot
wiggle out of my hands.
Slippery and smooth with many bumps and wrinkles.
"Splendid!" I squeak as I discover the ascending large
intestine. It's hard to see, my abdomen is now the remains o f a
13
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GAEA
Do11iel Cameron

They took the family Bible as evidence against Warren
and the others. My brothers, sisters, and I were evidence as well.
Living, breathing evidence.
Together, we and four hundred other children were
abducted from our homes and driven in black sedans to several
state run shelters in West Texas. During the trip, officers chatted
over walkie-talkies while we huddled close. Rumors were that
some men in the camp might go to jail. Normally I loved
studying the little subtleties of landscape, but on tl1e ride I
thought only of Warren. It is hard to imagine the desert as being
anymore barren than it already is, but the day we separated it was
an absolute emptiness.
The young ones cry as they are being dressed. Our female
caretakers try to comfort them unsuccessfully. They shush them
and slick back their long trains of hair, wet with tears and sweat,
so everyone can see everyone else's face. Most of us old er girls
are too disturbed to explain that red blouses are forbidden. Red
belongs to Jesus. That is why they are panicking. Some girls my
age even tl1row fits, which is worse than hysterical four or five
year olds because they have the responsibility to stay strong. Of
course it is difficult to remain mad at them. Sometimes I want to
say, I don't care if you cry, as long as we cry together.
Tomorrow tl1ey want to take our blood, test it. Secretly,
I have been sick since we got here, and the idea of a needle is
too fantastic that I rush toward the toilet to wretch.
An old female caretaker, brutally tan, with stone gray hair
like creamed wheat, files in behind to hold my hair and massage
tl1e tender parts of my spine. She speaks over the disgusting
sounds I make. Her words are soft and slightly curious.
"When I was fourteen," she says, "I was still pestering
my dad for a horse that I would never get."
My face is blister red. A gross film of sweat collects in
the nook of my neck. The rest of me is in the toilet. Luckily
there comes a respite in which to cool down. I turn to see the

woman standing in the doorway, her arms crossed and her head
simply shaking.
The sun is a gold barrel cactus flower, lovely and
untouchable. It's noontime in the shelter, and the quiet is
commanding. I have recovered a bit and chose to take stock of
where I am again. Girls sit witl1 their backs to the cots, walking
their fingers across the wooden floorboards and populating the
open valley between their legs with vague, fleshy hand-animals.
Outside a dry wind whispers. Yellow flecks of sand flare up on
the windowpane. At first my palm takes in the warmth of the
glas s, then my entire face presses against it. I feel the hot pulse
of another person nearby, the fluttery kick of a second presence
I've grown so accustomed to, tl1ough now it is just my own
dumb reflection staring back.
I miss the ranch. My family. Warren and his big wagon
wheel eyes. In the end it will all be okay, he had said. But right
now I am homesick, stuck remembering what I never thought I
could lo se.
Sometimes, on days when you could see the heat waves
bend, the desert light would hit the cross that sat atop tl1e
limestone temple in the middle of the ranch. It hurt your eyes,
the fracturing of light was so bright. Still you kept watching,
because you had the feeling tl1at behind the sharp luster marked
the appearance of something blessed.
Once last July a giant wren materialized out of nowhere.
Watching it trace an arc in tl1e sky, I grew transfixed over the idea
of flight. Every tiny movement was so terrifyingly free. That was
power, I thought. Power that, though it is enticing, corrupts. I
kept my eyes on the bird as if it were guilty of I don't know
what. Self-assuredly, it had launched itself into a mild updraft
and from there let the air decide its course. Gone in the current,
fueled by the Earth's tireless breatl1, I wondered about its family
and about mine. I wondered how it could be so solitary with all
of creation surrotmding it.
The government had come and stolen our mothers and
fatl1ers, and we as children wept. They refused to understand
our closeness. We could not understand tl1eir formal reasons as
to why we had to leave the camp. Confronted with hasty guns
and hastier goodbyes, four hundred fresh hearts, at once and
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for the first time, asked themselves the impossible ques tion how could you no t share life?
They say it will all be over quickly, but I still make a pact
with myself - I will never be motherless. I will be mother-more,
mo ther-full. Aware of my duty before God and my husband. I
will serve Warren and h e will cherish me. Together we will raise
a family that puts love first.
The mental picture is beautiful. I h ope it will happen
soon. I am almost positive it will, but today is nonetheless a
hard day to believe in anything. My prayers trail off further and
further like the bird when it flew into the horizon alone. There
was nothing to accompany it. Due to the whistling bowl of Texas
sand, you couldn't hear whether other birds were calling to it, or
if it tried to amuse itself with its own chirrupy tune. Truthfully I
didn't know if it even could sing, but if could and did, I bet it was
a lonely song. A soft aubade that floated alongside as it gently
wafted over the crowns of tl1e bur oak and Western soapberry
trees, and b ecame a single gray-blue dot that, I suppose, might
resemble anytl1ing seen from far enough away.
That same July, a thirteen -year-old girl vanished from
camp. The men were all nervous, yet they did nothing but angrily
talk amongs t themselves at tl1e temple. Warren came over a lot
tl1en. We'd sit on the bed and h e'd grow serious, holding my
shoulders firmly in place as h e asked if I ever had the urge to
runaway. The furiousness was unlike him. Usually our time
together was relaxed and more romantic. We'd spend h ours
discussing what would happen before, during, and after our
wedding ceremony, but at that time Warren was so preoccupied.
His other two wives were having problems and he was worried
I would misbehave. H e was skeptical about why I was so fond
of exploring the outskirts of the compound alone. I told him I
loved the desert, but he insisted there was more to it. Then he
said he trusted me. Acting rushed, he apologized again and again
about the constant interrogation.
"It's a hungry-dog world out there," he said, tugging
at his receding hairline. Large loose teardrops had begun to
bubble in tl1e corners of his eyes, and his rounded, toadstool
nose started to leak. I clutched his wrist, while he wiped away a
curtain of perspiration from his forehead, and then leaned the
16
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newly shined surface onto my chest. "You deserve a nice safe
place like this," he said.
By then h e h ad finished crying. His neck was still craned
in my lap; his eyes shut. Blindly he stroked my stomach where a
small crease of baby fat eternally protruded. When h e found the
slight bulge, his hand retreated a few inches and hung like a thick
atmosphere above the area as he divin ed the belly with wishes
for what would come next.
Cleaning the kitchen after supper one nigh t, I asked my
mother if sh e ever had the desire to escape the group. Mama
quit scrubbing the dishes and answered immediately. She said
the name of our town, E l Dorado, meant the City of Gold. "So
why in the world would we want to leave?"
Evenings at tl1e shelter were docile, except for wh en my
insides played tug-of-war. My bouts of sickness were unpredictable, but the gray-haired woman who had stayed with me in the
bathroom made me swear to find her whenever I felt ill.
The night before the Church's custody trial, my body
was hammered witl1 pain. All the girls in tl1e back room were
asleep. Quietly, the woman led me to the toilet with a fla shlight.
I was backed up and could produce nothing, so I rested my head
on the porcelain. My chaperone waited patiently, h er thumb and
forefinger rubbing her chin quizzically when I asked her if she
knew about the story of E l Dorado.
She shook her head and we waited longer. The bulb of
the flashlight flickered.
"I lost a daughter to drugs," the woman said suddenly.
"There's no way around it. You will lose them someh ow."
Her voice dropped near the end, realizing we may have
less in common then she assumed. O ur eye-lines met. She appeared ashamed . Her caramel colored eyes melted into sticky,
sorrowful puddles, then they diverted to tl1e ceiling.
My organs hurt. There was a brief fit of gagging and
panting, then silence. After a minute of calm, I asked how she
felt about the name Wren, for a boy or girl.
"It's pretty," she said in a slow sad tone.
I thought so, too. A t my station, with my head heavy as
monolitl1 on the rim of tl1e toilet, I just hoped Warren would
like it.
17
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SUMMIT OF BON MOTS

WHIMSICALITIES

Daniel Cole

Ben rtt'?}!,erold

we conquered.
for hours it seemed.
days on occasion.
in moments at tlmes.

Blond
Blond
Blond
Blond

fully ascended.
in view of depths.
encapsulating widths.
wholly aware.
utterly bereft.

And it's Alice in Wonderland, the Cheshire Cat
Whatever you can pull out of the hat
There's a ferry to nowhere, but in your mind
There's gold and riches and love to find

this mountaintop still.
could not, my friend contain.
so I pushed him off.
summit of Bon Mots

haired girl standing in the sun
haired girl with a smile on her face
haired girl standing in the sun
haired girl of the human race

And there are marigolds and leprechauns
Chrysanthemums and Aesop's fauns
And whatever words you want to say
It's your wish to will away
And you're going to Disneyland to soak up the sun
It don't matter, so long as you have fun
And there's a silk suit and a golden crown
And the ground is blue and the sky is brown
And there are marigolds and foolish men
The Golden Touch ain't that a sin
And it don't matter what you say
No one's gonna hear it anyway
Blond haired girl standing in the sun
Blond haired girl smile on her face
Blond haired girl standing in the sun
Blond haired girl of the human race
We are all of the human race

18
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was uncomfortable, but life as a forty-six chromosome homo
PEARL
sapien has b egun. You were resilient and soon you have grown
to an impressive diameter of one centimeter, you resemble a
Cora Can'{/er
mulberry, and you boast millions of specialized cells after only
five days.
Needless to say, the first trimester leaves you feeling
A pearl beyond price. Suspended in ethereal majesty
unappreciated and sleep deprived. You are subjected to such
in a liquid world of nutrients. Serenity and warmth radiate
derogatory terms as germ cell, primitive cell mass or yolk sack,
from its feminine glory of only 1:\vent:y-three chromosomes.
and it's no great wonder that wid1 such low self esteem you
Life as an ova is tranquil, and your time is spent contemplating
have only about a 40% survival rate. But due to your tireless
world peace and countr)' French decor. You have been
dedication to cellular division you weigh a hefty fourteen grams
a treasured individual since your creation in the ovarian
by only the twelfd1 developmental week. You weren't fazed by
follicle, rou are one of only 200,000. Quite unlike your
the sudden development of distal appendages, and certainly
male counterpart who continuously manufactures millions of
hyper-ac tive, dime-a-dozen, worm-like spermatozoa. Your
were not impressed by your newly acquired opposable thumbs
which seem superfluous in your slo shy world. Your days and
calm confidence is rooted in the knowledge that without your
unique genetic contribution, life would cease to exist, and with
nights pass without differentiation to the soothing white noise
dus understanding you carry yourself accordingly.
of life beyond the muscular uterus.
A more nurturing environment than that of the plush
This is a special month. Estrogen has been good to
uterus could not be found. The doughy walls cradle the gende
you, and you were chosen to slide down d1e glamorous red
carpet known as the fallopian tubes. A fleeting farewell to the
curve of your back, and their slippery smooth surface flexes
other less fortunate ova as you effordessly slip through d1e
and undulates. If ever you were to fancy yourself hungry,
opening to the uterine entrance, never to look back. And so
simply open your mouth and take a big gulp of the lukewarm
amniotic fluid. Bitter at first, dUs consistent well-rounded
you bask in the limelight for three wonderful, self-centered
meal was truly made with your mother's love, along with other
days until d1e world you enjoyed as a quiet egg is shattered.
digested parts of her meal. One could liken d1e placenta and
Fertilization was rough and unpleasant not to mention
undignified. It is never enjoyable to have leaches batde for
its healthy nourishment to a melted sweet potato slushy. And
d1e honor to attach to you and integrate their DNA wid1
only a warm yellow glow from the outside world is needed to
yours. Your slighdy acidic environment causes many sperm
scan one's humble surroundings as the pink wrinkly walls rock
to become confused and consequen dy d1ey are deterred and
you to sleep.
Unfortunately the peaceful days of gestation are all
bury their greedy heads into the fl eshy walls of the uterus.
Other wayward fellows resign their n1issions and opt to bathe
too soon ended and we are squeezed to widUn an inch of
our survival, only to begin the second much less aesthetically
in the more luxurious accommodations of the vagina. Of
pleasing part of our lives. Villainous signaling molecules,
the original and hopeful ten t11illion who embarked on d1e
known as the oxytocin hormone shatter our wonderful cocoon
noble pad1 to fertilization, less than one thousand ever make
existence. The walls begin to press in on you, making it
it anywhere n ear you. Finally, one over-achiever successfully
hard to expand your chest and shoulders. One would most
fuses to your membrane. You attempt to resist, but this is
succincdy note the pressure on the head. So great is this
found to be difficult due to your squishy, spherical shape.
pressure, one's vanity, and dignity is ruined when their exodus
Capitulation is inevitable.
is
accompanied by a newly acquired cone-head. Finally a
The whole experience was scandalizing and mitosis
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strong wind of cool air surrounds yo ur emerging h ead and
relieves tl1e incessant heat and pressure. The relief is only
momentary for a cruel being surrounds yo ur war-torn coneh ead with his heartless latex wrapped hands and yanks tl1e
rest of you free. He grimaces and holds you vulnerable and
exposed in midair like some kind of trophy. It's so bright, you
begin to worry. It's cold, it's loud, and your head is shaped like
a cone. Slap! That devil's minion latex-gloved hand connects
firmly to your behind. How dare he. Your head tl1robs and
your face involuntarily contorts in protest. Q uite unarguably
tl1e mos t disturbing detail of it all is tl1e gory slicing of your
beloved umbilical cord, by tl1e one person who suppo sedly
values your life b eyond his .. . your father. Without consent
and without a second opinion he grabs tl1e surgical scalpel
and grins m enacingly. You hold your breath, anticipating the
horror of tl1e slicing of your favorite tubular shaped extension.
As you lay naked, indignant, and with a chip bag clothespin
over your bloody belly button you wonder why we could not
all keep our umbilical cords. We wear gloves on our hands,
hats on our heads, and could just as easily wear umbies on our
umbilical cords. Alas, the development of your trachea, and
consequently tl1e vocal cords, will not be complete for anoth er
tluee months and you are unable to protest.
But finally, when you are on your last straw, one
minute from demanding re-entrance into the birth canal warm,
soft linen surrounds you. You are deposited in two loving
arms tl1at curiously mold exactly to your exhausted body. Sh e
coo's into your ear and you melt wiili the smell of lavender
comfort and an uncanny sense o f familiarity. O n e by one
your tensed muscles relax, the angry forehead wrinkles are
smoothed. A sense of peace and belonging Hoods your senses.
Some man sticks his face up next to yours and he tells you h e's
your dad just a little too loudly, but your ignore him. Because
once again you can hear the steady settling rhytlm1 of your
m otl1er's beating heart.
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POISON
Imlu Shcmmugam

Venom was once inj ected,
A t an unknown time
Rapidly saturating tl1e soul.
Staining the blood black,
Bitter passions flame,
Dominated by hate.
If I ever nurse,
I will kill.
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DEAR BROWNIES (SENIOR THESIS EXCERPT)
A1J1ber Ford

Dear Brownies,
I have some sad news for you. I can no longer carry
on the affair we've been having. You have sabotaged our
relationship. You promised to hear about my day, but you
didn't say you would just numb my emotions. You promised
to keep my secrets but never offered me any substantial solutions to my problems. You allowed me to believe I didn't have
any other friends, and you certainly never informed me about
the way my thighs would look during our midnight escapades,
when you called lovingly to my ears.
I will no longer be running to you when I don't know
what to write or when I am overwhelmed by a tremendous
work load. Instead I will drive, crochet, dance, or walk to unblock my thoughts and balance myself again. I will no longer
succumb to your whisperings of peace and relaxation when my
spirit fe els chaotic, or when my kids are fighting, or I am angry.
Instead I will pray, light candles, read my Bible, drink tea, and
stretch to release my tensions and restore peace.
I will no longer be stuffing my emotions with your
warm, gooey, chocolatey goodness, with caramel swirls. You
see, I will no longer be needing an anesthesiologist. Instead I
will be allowing myself the freedom to feel, even pain, because
after the pain comes the birth of something tremendously
good. And the good is added to by the pain; it isn't as sweet
otherwise.
No, I will no longer be calling you my friend in lonely
times. Now, I am not saying we can't be friends, but only on
rare occasions in the proper atmosphere, when my soul is already satisfied. I am free. Free! I refuse to be bound any longer
by the need to consume an entire pan of your scrumptiousnes s
to drown my sorrows. I refuse to believe any longer the lie
that you are my closest confidante. I now have real friends for
that, friends who will be able to stand in agreement with me in
prayer, who will act to help, or offer substantial advice. God
24
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designed me for relationships with people, not food.
I will no longer bow down at your throne of gluttony,
but at His throne of grace. I will no longer trash and abuse
this temple with oversized portions and too much sugar. Some
serious cleaning and restoring is in order. From now on I will
be serving this beautiful temple the foods that empower my
being, that nourish and protect me against illness, and help me
to become the size I was designed to be.
So this is it. Farewell, my sabotaging wrecking ball
clothed in anesthetizing fudge wonder.
I will not miss this unbalanced affair.
Love,
Your Midnight Caller
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LIES , EYES, GOODBYES

CLOUDED MEMORIES

Brittcmi Bro/J!/1

Salma Stopper

Yelling, N agging, evil words being spoken
Two h earts filled with hatred, but yet we hold on
Lies, cries, promises being broken
A love we shared now completely gon e
Forever to the end where did it go wrong?
A friendship we grew, has now faded away
Missing the days when we played our favorite song
And now there's no thing left to say
The keys to our heart has now fallen apart
The love we had will never b e the same
Perhap s it is time to let go and res tart
I will erase your face and even your name
T he soul is revealed in the emptiness of our eyes

She's close, but far away. She's written on my heart, but
faded in my mind. I remember some details, but most are dim
and forgotten, washed out with the years. Sometimes I think
I can hear her voice, but then I realize it's just my imagination
tricking me. Other times I think I can feel her holding me in
her arms, but again, it's just my imagination. I try to picture
her in my mind when my eyes are shut tight, but all I see is a
dark shadow. A vague outline of what used to be a bright and
vibrant memory. The only way I can see her in my mind is
through old photos and other people's memories.
I almost remember her eyes. They were a rich, dark
chocolate brown like mine; they sparkled when she laughed,
but turned hard when she got upset. She had thick, dark brown
hair that she permed because she didn't like her straight hair,
which used to be long and beautiful chestnut color. She would
put her hair in a pony tail that would partially fall out and
frame her face. She had a voice that I remember would soothe
me when I was hurting or upset. She was tall for a woman,
standing about 5'10".
She was beautiful.
I don't remember a whole bunch about her, but others
do. I hear stories all the time on how she would pull pranks on
others, or crack a joke that kept people thoroughly entertained.
I hear stories of how she would peer her head around a
doorframe and pretend someone sn~ck up behind her, grabbed
her by her thin neck and started choking her. My aunts, uncles,
and grandparents chuckle just at the thought of it. I wish I
could remember that person, but all I see when I think of her

A moan of sigh, our final goodbyes, goodbye

is a faded memory.
Faded, but not forgotten.
I remember times that she would comfort and calm us
with her soothing voice, making us feel like everything would
be alright. There was one time in particular that I remember. I
had a horrible ear infection that kept me up and made it hard
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for me to sleep. She came into my room and picked me up.
My arms grasped her as she carried me to the living room.
She held me on the couch as I cried, confused on why my ears
hurt so much. She rocked me back and forth, speaking calm,
reassuring words over me while my dad went to the doctor to
get die medications.
I remember other times she was there for us as a
shoulder to cry on, especially when die neighb orhood kids
picked on us. She always stuck up for and defended us. She was
always diere to correct us even if it hurt her inside to do so.
I remember one instance when my younger sister and I were
bickering over something of no importance. She got so fed up
with us because we wouldn't stop that she accidentally smacked
me on my head with the spanking spoon. I threw m y hands on
my head and ran to my room crying widi h er right on my heels
bawling harder than m e. I can still remember my dad trying
to tell her it was okay, but she wouldn't usten to him, saying,
"But Jim, I burt h er!" I don't recall the exact exchange bet\veen
them, but I used to know it all word for word. She was always
there for my dad and us kids.
She was my hero.
I'll never fo rget that hospital room. I was six years old
and at that age, four plain, white walls widi gray blinds covering
the wind ows, blocking the sunlight from her pale frame,
weren't exactly inviting. You could hear the cars racing down
die Interstate to some un seen routine. The room stank of
cleansers. I remember the hard looking bed she lay on and the
fl at, squished pillow beneath her head. She lay there, her eyes
shut as she slept deeply, drifting in and out of consciousness.
She looked peaceful, but yo u could see the burden she carried
of excruciating pain.
We would go and visit h er in tlie big, white hospital on
the hill t\vo or three times a week from what I can remember.
Some days she would be sleeping and otl1er days she would
be awake and happy. One time she was actually sitting up and
brushing her teeth even though the brush probably felt like ten
pounds to her.
Her right leg was paralyzed and she had a pouch for
her bladder tliat had been taken out from her previous bout
28
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of cancer. Her dark hair was cropped short probably from
the nurses cutting it or from her hair growing back from the
chemotherapy. Her skin felt hard, dry and limp, like the life
was slowly being sucked out of it. Her mouth was open as she
struggled to breathe. Pneumonia had started to set in.
While I stood there watching her, my mind traveled
back to a time when I was four. She was finally able to leave the
hospital because she had successfully beaten her first bout of
cancer. The doctors said all the cancer was gon e, but little did
they know sh e would be gone in a few years. I remember going
with my dad to pick her up. To this day I don't remember why
he took just me, but there must have been a good reason. I
hadn't been around her for a few month s, so I was terribly
shy at first. I didn't know how to act around her. I sat bet:\Veen
her and my dad in the truck on the way back and I remember
peeking at h er through the hair hanging around my face. She
would smile and start talking to me. A fter a few minutes, I
finally came out of my sh ell and got over my shyness.
I know that if I could go back to that precious moment in
time, I would throw my arms around her scrawny b ody and
hold onto h er for dear life. I would never let go. I crave her
hugs everyday and without h er in my life I don't feel complete,
even after eleven and a half years.
There was another time I remember when I was six.
She was in the middle of battling her second bout of cancer.
We had come to visit her for a while. It was one of h er better
days and she had t:\Vo cookies left over from her lunch. O ne
cookie was chocolate chip, the other peanut butter and she split
them in half for us to eat. Since I was allergic to peanut butter
at that time, I grabbed the chocolate chip one before she could
do anything. She reprimanded me and I feltbad and tried to
put it back. She told me that since I touched it, I had to eat it.
Sometimes I wish I could go back and do that all over again
and wait for my turn, but I treasure that memory, so I wouldn't
have it any other way.
I b arely remember that day, the day that ultimately
changed my life forever. I woke up to the sound of my dad
in the bathroom getting ready. Thinking it was around seven
o'clock in the morning, I went back to sleep when in reality it
29
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was actually around four thirty in the morning. I woke up later
to voices drifting down from the living room. Curious, I went
out to the living room only to find a couple of our neighbors
sitting solemnly on our beaten up couches. They were an older
couple that lived across d1e street from us and loved our family
so much. I was confused on why they were at our house so
early in the morning.
I asked where m y dad was and they hurriedly hushed
me so I wouldn't wake up my siblings. My brod1er and sisters
finally woke up and a lady from our church came to relieve our
n eighbors so d1ey could go home and get ready for d1e day. In
the middle of the afternoon, my dad finally came home. He
dragged his feet to the door with his head held low. He then
told us the news that still has yet to really hit me. The woman
that was my hero and my comfort was gone-never coming
back.
I never got to say goodbye.
It is now April of 2008. The memories are d1ere but
faint, distant. I try to see her in my mind, but it's like looking
through a fog. You can see the oudine but not d1e whole
picture. As you get closer to d1e object it gets clearer, but as
you walk on past it, the image dissipates. I can't see the sparkle
in her eye, hear the comfort in her voice, or d1e feel of her
arms enveloping me. I can't remember the sound of her laugh
as she made a joke or teased my dad.
I can't remember the details anymore and it scares
me, terrifies me. I took advantage of her when I was young
and drove her crazy most days. She loved me though even if I
made her want to pull her hair out.
I miss her.
It's hard watching girls who have an amazing
relationship with d1eir caregivers. Since I only knew mine for
a few years, I never got to fully experience d1at special and
precious connection. She did so much for us and now she's no
· longer h ere.

formal, are only a few examples. I wonder what my high school
years would be like. Would she be the one all my friends went
to for advice? Would I have been more popular? What will my
college graduation be like, or my wedding? Who will aid my
dad in giving me away to m y husband? How will I be able to
take care of my children correcdy? Who will give me advice on
marriage and family life?
I need her.
But she's gone now.
She was my hero, my safety net, and my comfort. She
brought sanity to my life. She made my day beautiful and made
me feel special. I felt loved, cared for, and blessed when she
was still here. She was brave and took cancer head on. She was
my example and my role model. She was not afraid to die even
though it crushed her to leave us. Some of her last words were,
"I praise you God!" and "I thank you God!" She was all of
those things and she was my mother.
My birth mom. The one that unknowingly carried my
sister Sierra and I in her womb at the same time. The one that
had four kids within four years with all of us in diapers for a
period of time. She was one that sacrificed for us daily, always
putting us first and her last. She's the woman I long for and
crave with every fiber of my being. She's the one I cherish deep
in my heart. She was amazing.
She's my Momma Sue.

I miss the fun times we had with her when we played
house and she went camera happy. I also miss the memories
we would have toged1er if she were still here. Our first day of
school, sports games, and Sleighbells, Our school's winter
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GRIMOIRE (SENIOR THESIS EXCERPT)
S haJJJ/7 Drake

Leopard © 2008 Frances Bonner

Witness here, a burning man.
In every cell, hellfire screams for purity of cause. But
he is nearly done ... and he wonders about the life he has left
behind. What will become of him when the puzzle is complete.
The Dead Man, still feeling the blood coagulating on
his right hand, stops in his tracks; refu sing for the first time to
simply follow the tugging of the leas h in the Devil's hand. He
stops in the middle of an intersection, freezing in the wake of
tail-lights and cast in high-contrast by onrushing headlights.
" Monica?"
For the first time, the Dead Man's thoughts stray to
the woman. So long drowning himself in blood, he has banished the softness from his heart. What of his Monica?
''All in good time." The leash tugs, but the Dead Man
holds firm.
"Now." He whispers. He won't be dissuaded ·so easily.
The h eadlights draw closer.
A battle of wills, the clash of glacier and earth, resounds in every bone of tl1e D ead Man's body. Claws sluice
through grey matter. Muscles twinge with a thousand tiny
cramps as the Devil fights to send the man-who-was back on
his way.
Heartbeats now until steel meets flesh and the vessel is
broken.
The Devil goes slack and The D ead Man knows that
he has won. He obligingly step s out of danger and back onto
the pavement, his steps directed toward a new destination ...
one which does not resonate with bad blood and corditesapphire nightmares. But rather something sickly-sweet and
perhaps yet grimmer.
"So be it."
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Az walked up the steps toward Raze's room, assured
from the lips of Raze's own mother that he was most likely
awake and dressed by now. It was never cool to barge into a
buddy's room . . .least of all when said buddy was all sorts of
naked . Scarring of the emotional and physical sorts tended to
ensue.
As he approached the whitewashed door toward
Raze's little sanctum sanctorum, he heard the steady throb of
what might be any of a hundred Goth-industrial bands. Nine
Inch Nails, most likely; tl1e granddaddy of them all. Raze had
it pumped high enough to mean business but not enough to
bring down tl1e wratl1 of Mom.
Az knocked twice, putting a little hearty volume into
the quick raps. "Raze, dude?" He waited a few seconds and
drew his hand back to knock again when tl1e music stopped
and the doorknob, one of those gold lever jobs, dipp ed toward
the Boor.
Raze stood framed in the domway. And he looked
much tl1e worse for wear. His features, generally pretty well
Bushed beneath a layer of cream-white foundation were the
color of a three-day-old corpse. Bloodlessly pale even in his
natural ten a.m. configuration, further weirdness showed fortl1
in tl1e quick darting of his gaze; as tl1ough he waited for some
hidden predator to leap from the shadows and seize him by the
throat. A quick horror-show fantasy of Raze's ghost lunging
from just off-screen and dragging Raze screaming into the
room played in Az's head. Spooky shit.
He was dressed in a pair of black cargoes and a black
undershirt. That, at least, wasn't too weird. He wasn't wearing
pink yet. The room smelled about like it always did, wafting
from behind tl1e scarecrow form of Az's best friend; old Doritos, dirty socks, a little ganja, and something that Az couldn't
quite make out. A sharp tang in tl1e air.
Az cracked a smile. "Hey, dude. You called. I'm here.
What's th e deal?"
Raze did the quick-glance-around thing, not sparing
the space just behind him, reached out and fastened a bony
hand on Az's wrist, and drug him inside. The door slammed
closed and Raze began to pace. Not like a buzzing Raze on

three too many Rocks tars. Not like a junior meth-addict. He
paced like a rabbit might, bunkered down in his burrow and
hearing the scratching of the fox's claws as his time grew
shorter and shorter.
The tang ... Az got it now. It was cold sweat and fear.
"This is heavy, Az. This is REALLY fucking heavy."
It wasn't loud. It might've been less scary if it had b een loud.
Instead, the words came out careful and even; the came out
in that voice that you used when you were giving a report to a
teacher. Clear, and concise so you didn't get marked down. The
volume was steady, but Az had no trouble hearing the emphasls.
"What's going down, dude?"
Raze raked a hand over his scalp. "Remember when
I went back to the house, Az? When you had the date with
Tammy Cartwright?"
"Course I remember, Raze."
"How'd that go by the way?" Raze stopped dead in his
tracks turning over his shoulder and squinting back at Az.
''Alright, I guess-"
"Yeah, it better fucking have been!" Raze's features
contorted in fury and he spun around facing Az with a murderous cant to his beleaguered body. "Do you have any idea, man?
Do you have any fucking idea?"
"Shit, Raze." Az took a precautionary step backward
his back running up against the closet door. "What are you
talking about?"
"What I found, man. Do you know what I found
when I went back to iliat house? That house you let me go into
alone?"
Raze was freaked. Not a little bit. Not even an appreciable bit. He was fucking wigging. Az managed to repeat ilie
"I" sound half a dozen times before Raze had closed.
"No, I'll tell you." Raze set his hands on Az's shoulders. "I talked to him, Az. Just like I'm fucking talking to you.
He wasn't a ghost. He wasn't some autohypnosis-induced apparition or whatever oilier psycho-metaphysical bullshit you can
come up wiili. He was a real guy. He was iliere, man. He was
tl1ere and he was bad." Raze took his hands away from Az and
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named Zachary Frost wasn't found with his brains decorating
placed them against his eyes, digging the heels of his hands
his entryway last night, I'll burn this thing and we can call it a
.into them and groaning. It didn't take a master in the arts of
day. Laugh about it."
observation to see the tremor which ran through them.
''And if we find it?"
"Bad?" Az was reduced to monosyllabic responses.
Raze's lips split into the first genuine grin for t\vo days.
"Fucking bad. Like back from the dead, walking
"Then you're coming with me into the darkest pit of
around, killing people bad."
hell."
Az shook his h ead. There was no way Raze could've
***
cracked so hard in d1e t\vo days he'd been out of Az's sight.
Sergeant Maslow stared at the screen waiting for any
Sick, he could believe. But crazy? "Dude, you're starring to
,
stirring of movement. Minutes ticked by like seconds as the
scare me.
white, blocky numbers rolled onward on fast forward. A t pre"You're scared? O h good! Then, I guess I can be the
cisely 11:58, the door to Interrogation room four had opened
guy who doesn't believe n ow." Raze t\visted his lips into a hidand the slim figure of a long-haired man in a black trench coat
eous parody of a relieved grin. "Big load off my mind, believe
,
had entered, pressing himself against the interior wall and
me.
producing a heavy-caliber pistol from a hidden pocket of the
Several tensely silent moments ticked by as Raze
volun1inous coat.
crouched and began to tear through a pile of dirty laundry with
The ensu.ing scene would have been almost con1ical
animal ferocity. Black t-sh.irts and jeans fl ew in all direc tions
if Detective A ndrew Lowman were st.ill breathing. Instead,
until with a grw1t Raze straightened with the familiar ivorythe standoff was grotesque; the banter, silent before the eyes
white board and white plas tic planchette. "I know it's sounding
of the internal security monitors, was just the idle flapping of
pretty crazy, Az. I know it is. But I n eed you to bear with me.
jaws. And when the Detec tive was lifted from his feet by a man
Trust me. I'm not freaking, okay?"
who he clearly outmassed by easily fifty p ounds and shot, pomt
Az said nod1ing. But nodded 11is assent.
blank, with the merciless hand-cannon pressed against his
"He's been talking to me, Az. He's been using d1e
chest, Maslow realized that he was gritting his teeth.
board, and I haven't even been touching it." T he quaver in his
The p erp hurled Lowman across the room with no
voice bore tes tament to the truth in 11is words. If nothing else,
more effort than a child tossing a toy which had ceased to
he certainly believed every syllable.
be amusing, turning to spare a passing glance at the camera.
"How often?"
Maslow froze the image, enhanced .it, and printed a copy. Then
A heavy sigh spilled from Raze's lips as he stuffed the
he started the surveillance tape once more.
board and planchette into 11is red canvas backpack. "Every
Officers, drawn by the sound of the gunshot inside
night. Just after he does it."
the station burst through the door, weapons at the ready. T hey
"Does what?"
scanned the room, immediately spotting their downed comrade
"P ulls d1e trigger, Az. Fuck. Keep up."
and rushing to check vitals and administer CPR.
"Right. .. so after he pulls the trigger he sits down on
But none spared a passing glance at the tall, lanky man
the other end of d1e ol' ghost-phone to touch base with his
in the black trench coat. He sidled past them as though they
good buddy Raze?" Az 's voice rose to d1e same level of bitter
simply did not exist and made his way out into the corridor.
acid as Raze's own. "Wh at part of d1.is isn't totally fu ck-nuts?"
No one noticed the killer's escape.
Raze's eyes described a slow circle of frustration in the
Sergeant. Maslow's throat went dry.
air before him. "None of it. Look. Humor me, alright? We're
''Anything, Maslow?" Detective Sanders' voice came
going to go downstairs and have a look at d1e pap er. If a guy
hot upon the heels of the sound of the surveillance room door
36
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swinging wide. He carried two Styrofoam cups of coffee and a
pad of paper.
"l'VIore questions than answers, sir."

***
Az had always hated libraries. It was the smell, he
decided. Mildew and old people. Dry rot and print toner. And
perhaps just the faintest dash of horn-rimmed spectacles.
Don't ask. It's a smell now.
Raze was sitting at the microfiche machine going over
all of the old newspaper articles about the murder of a guy
named Dorian Raker, the guy who had bit it in the ghost-house
a year earlier. Why the hell the kid couldn't just use the internet
like a sane person, Az had no idea. So he sat there, clicking
away at the little button and scrolling through the microfilm for
anything tl1at might hint at where the ghoul might strike next.
Y'know so that they could warn the police or sometl1ing. Raze's words. Not his.
Az's job, of course, was to paw through the reference section for anytl1ing about the undead. Fun job. Wading
through piles of pulp about blood-sucking vampires, undead
servitors, and disembodied shriekers was totally Az's idea of
how best to spend a Saturday. Yeah .. .not.
See, Raze was no longer convinced that Raker was
indeed a ghost. At least, not in the chain-rattling Halloween
boo sort of sense. Raze had been able to smell Raker, to hear
him distinctly, to constantly see him in definite outline. This
made him hesitant to call Raker an apparition. Which of course
begged the question, just what the hell were they dealing with
h ere?
Enter our hero Az in The Curse of the Odious Chore.
A pile of overturned books lay before him like a
patchwork quilt of leatl1er and canvas bindings. The librarian
had given him the oddest sort of looks when he had asked for
help locating anything which might pertain to the Undead. But
she'd helped him find quite tl1e treasure trove. The Vampire
Encyclopedia, The Zombie, An Occult Miscellany, Monsters
and their Contexts, and twenty or so other books spread over
tl1e time-scarred wooden table. Az closed The Dictionary of
Superstition and set it down atop the pile with a satisfying
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thud.
He heaved a sigh. Reaching at random for the next
book in the pile, he opened a curiously named volume: Historia Rerum Anglicarum. It didn't have the faux authenticity of
some of the other volumes. No curious gothic script. No goldleaf. No illuminations obviously printed by modern machinery rather than the practiced finesse of an old-world monk.
Instead, this book practically stank of authenticity. Even the
paper felt antique.
Az was still perusing when Raze came back, his yellow
legal pad covered in his cramped handwriting. He sat down
across from Az and laid out his notes, his lips twisted into a
grim line.
"Anything?" he whispered across the table.
"Maybe."
"Let's hear it."
"Revenants."
"That's it?"
"Hang on, geeze."
Raze sat by, drumming his fingers on a little island of
wood in the midst of the torrent of books. Seconds ticked by
into minutes. Raze was on the b order of clearing his throat
meaningfully when Az looked up and turned the book around.
"Read."
Raze read.
"It would not be easy to believe that the corpses of
the dead should sally (I know not by what agency) from their
graves, and should wander about to the terror or destruction
of the living, and again return to the tomb, which of its own
accord spontaneously opened to receive them, did not frequent
examples, occurring in our own times, suffice to establish this
fact, to the truth of which there is abundant testimony."
Whoa.
" ... issuing, by the handiwork of Satan, from his grave
at night-time, and pursued by a pack of dogs with horrible
barkings, he wandered through the courts and around the
houses while all men made fast their doors, and did not dare to
go abroad on any errand whatever from the beginning of the
night until the sunrise, for fear of meeting and being beaten
39

21

The Promethean, Vol. 17 [2009], Iss. 1, Art. 1
black and blue by this vagrant monster."
"Sound about right?"
Raze nodded dumbly. He reread the section twice and
looked up across d1e table where Az folded his arms and put
on his "Oh yeah, I'm good" face.
"So what ilie hell are we dealing with?" Raze forgot to
whisper.
"Well, if d1e books are right, our boy is a Revenant."
Az grimaced at Raze's volume and continued in low tones,
hoping that he'd catch d1e hint.
"A Revenant?" He didn't.
"Mmmhmmm. From the French , revenir. To return."
"Fitting." Raze took notes on his litde yellow legal pad,
motioning wiili his free hand to keep going.
"I saw some stuff in the D ictionary of Superstition
and The Vampire Encyclopedia about them. Bad hombres.
Men and women who died under violent circumstances and
can't rest. They come back to avenge themselves when no one
else will do d1eir memory justice."
· "So d1ey come back to murder their murderers?" It
was sort of poetic, Raze decided.
"Something like that."
Az grinned sheepishly and waved at ilie matronly
red-haired librarian in horn-rimmed glasses who was frowning
dourly at d1em both. She pressed a skeletal finger to her drawn
lips and turned back to stamping books with violent eniliusiasm.
'~!right, Az. So he's a Revenant. How do we stop
hi1n."
"Stop him? We? Puck man, what happened to the
police?"
Raze cocked an incredulous eyebrow. "Police? Sure.
'Hey, mister Policeman, sir, we dUnk some dead painter with
a French name has clawed his way up out of his grave and is
coming to kill the people responsible for his wrongful death.
Could you maybe look into it for us?"'
Az exhaled loudly through his nose and pressed at the
points of dull pain which were springing up beneath the taut
skin of his temples. "Point taken."
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"So how do we stop him?"
"We don't."
"Come again?"
"We run. People left the area; ilie country. The books
say iliat Revenants can't be killed unless iliey've already returned to their graves. Even ilien, it only stops them from
rising again."
"Why would iliey rise again."
"To come for ilieir murderer's kids."
Raze shuddered. "Sick stuff, man."
"Well, iliere's a litde hope, I guess. They were in The
Vampire Encyclopedia because iliere's a lot of folklore overlap
between revenants and vampires. Cutting out ilie heart and
burning ilie body are supposed to be effective. Decapitation
and burying ilie head at a crossroad."
"Garlic? Silver? Sunlight?" Raze was starting to get
hopeful.
"No dice. We're going to get messy if we try and stop
him."
"Great." Raze finished his note-taking and stuffed the
legal pad and pencil into ilie zippered interior of his backpack.
"Then we're going to get messy."

***
The Devil leads ilie Dead Man to the outskirts of
town. The West Hills. The gently upswept seat of ilie modern ruling class. Her~, the elite found a home overlooking the
common rabble who dug and toiled and sweat for ilieir living.
Here, ilie Devil leads onward toward the Dead Man's woman.
They find her in a quaint Colonial Revival fortress, all triple
windows and gables. It stands behind a security gate which the
Dead Man has no trouble vaulting. The wrought-iron teeili
barely graze ilie trailing edge of his heavy coat. The dozing
security guard in ilie little gatehouse doesn't even stir.
"You don't want to do this, Raker .. ." The Devil has
never sounded like iliis. It's voice is harsh and bitter, as iliough
it spoke through a mouthful of alkaline gravel and ash. It's
echo is heavy wiili pity.
But the Dead Man insists and the Devil tugs on the
reins and guides his impatient host toward the rear of tl1e
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expansive deck. The sunroom, the Devil corrects as the Dead
Man begins to climb. Foot by foot, the distance closes until
they peer through the open bedroom window:
And they hear a familiar gasp.
"There she is."
What seems only one is actually two figures lying in
the velvet gloom which surrounds the heavy wooden sleigh
bed. A passing shaft of argent moonlight, an errant escapee
from behind the wispy cloudcover, falls over the writhing
forms .
"Drive the knife in, Raker."
Her bare legs encircle his waist as he holds her wrists
and nuzzles at her throat. Her back arches beneath him as he
quests for her burning core.
"Twist it."
She moans, low and sweet and perfect. It spurs him to
greater effort and the pace quickens with d1e hitching of her
breath.
"Why do you do iliis?"
They roll and she begins to ride him, all liquid grace
and syncopation. Her hair falls in an ebony cascade as his
hands move to explore every inch of alabaster flesh.
"Cotne on ... "
She turns toward d1e window and the chill breeze
which whips through the room. She has just enough time to
register a familiar form just outside. The burn of familiar eyes.
It's just long enough to make her blood freeze.
The Dead Man hits the ground with a heart-wrenching
thud. He wants to kill. To die. To burn a work of art. To
bread1e smoke. He wants to break the world and lay waste to
everything beautiful and terrible which has ever been or will be.
"It hurts. I know."
The Devil doesn't. The Dead Man is beyond hurt.
Hurt is for the enemy.

MY GOLIATH
Be11 Miller

At night when I'm by the sea, fog rolls in and blinds me
and a light rain stings my face . I can't see waters edge or sky's
launch but they both extend out enough to touch and become
one wall of wailing, shifting, emptying, deepening, awe-inspiring
and fear gripping noiliing.
I stare straight up and see the sky as if it were a grey
shifting ocean too; my eyes tell me it will fall in pillars as round
as me and I'll be crushed by as an inescapable death.
All to my front, far to my left and to my right it expands
its maw.
"It's only water." But there's so much of it all over and
it's so much stronger than me. Wouldn't it be foolish to stand
next to something so unreserved?
My legs were not made to swim. My lungs could
never hold enough air to suffice its depths. But I can't help but
challenge the sea.
It is grander than I can ever be, deeper than I can dive
and faster than I can run. I am so afraid of its raw unbridled
power that I must challenge it. I have lived to challenge it.
I must be dim to traverse its waves and become lost in
its landless desert and to fight to keep from being killed just so
I can know I am living.
Just so I can triumph my fear, or attempt controlling it.
If I lose my life in it then it was chosen to be, regardless this will
always be my Goliath.
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MONDAY MORNING
L auren Sipi!J'

The moon looks like someone took a hole-punch to
the sky-small and perfectly round, silvery-white against the
purpling watercolor sky, spackled witl1 pinprick stars. You can
see the cold in the crisp clarity of tl1e houses and the trees.
Everything is quiet. Everyone is asleep-everyone -but me and
Dad.
. I am bundled from head to foot: jeans pulled over
my paJama pants, two pair of socks, long-sleeve shirt, T-shirt,
swea~er (a hoodie advertising my year of graduation: 2006),
Ryan s hunung Jacket, dollar store gloves, and a wool hat pulled
low over my eyebrows making my forehead itch. I am ready for
any level of cold but I still shiver as we step outside. Fortunately
tl1ere is no wind.
Dad is lacing up his army boots. They are impractical but
.
he 1s proud of them. He say that they symbolize the discipline
1t takes to get up and walk every morning at 4:30 am. I think
the sleep in m y eyes is symbol enough. Ever since m y yo unger
brother got Into hunung, he and Dad have gone from tried and
true city-slickers to woods-and-deer-meat-fellows. I don't know
them sometimes. Ryan and I used to make fun of people from
the country. Now he just makes fun of me.
Steam from our coffee cups t\vists and curls almost
to the hole in tl1e sky. We walk down the driveway, our shoes
slapping against tl1e pavement, making a ringing sound that is
exclusiVe to cold weather.
There are a few lights on in the cul-de-sac. Microsoft
and Boeing men and women are starting to wake up. Like us,
they move w1th practiced silence as not to disturb their sleeping
families or the sleepmg world around them- those that are still
blanketed by velvety night dreams. But the silent awake never
seem to meet in their morning orbits. Only Dad and I connect
before five o'clock.
Dad and I started this to talk, not as a father and daughter
but as fnends. Dad calls it a "parent free zone"-these

walks. He should add that its child free too. We don't talk about
my grades or m y messy room. Since he's not lecturing I don't
have to play the role of sulky teenager.
Lectures aside, we talk about everything else. Some
mornings are quieter; we barely have enough conversation to
make it to the school and back. There are other mornings when
we have to continue walking all the way up to the Golf Course
Road before we both realize that we have to get ready for our
day.
We have left the cul-de-sac now; the lights are behind
us. Dad hugs me to him, sloshing my coffee over my gloves,
making m y hands reek of coffee, as we walk past the West's dark
hedge. It's the perfect place for someone to hide and jump out.
Newcastle is not a place where such things happen. Still, I shrink
into Dad until we get to the street light on the corner.
We are leaving the neighborhood as we cross 135thpassing from the crowd of houses and neighbors to the thick,
treesy silhouettes-to head down the aptly named Narrow
Winding Road.
The Narrow Winding Road is the last nod to Newcastle's
coal mining past. True to its name, it is twisted and dangerous to
drive in any sort of inclement weather. Etched into the side of a
steep hill, the shoulder drops off dramatically. Cars, whose make
heralds back fifty years, litter the ravine. I have always wanted
to explore them, but something about ghosts-trapped coal
miners, and a murdered girl-keeps me on the road.
They say she was the daughter of a coal miner. They
say she was beautiful. But they don't even know her name. She
was murdered by the man she was going to marry. The lovers'
parents would not allow them to marry so the couple ran away.
They never say why, but he ran her down. She fell from her
horse. She hit her head on a cherry tree. She died.
She died because she didn't stay on the road. The girl
drifted away from the status quo and into the wilderness of
human nature. I'm not ready for that yet. As free as these walks
are from parenting, even Dad-my- friend has standards for me. I
have standards for me too. There is a plan we both have for my
life-my path. I have to go to college. I have to make the smart
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decisions. I don't have time to dig up corpses.
Today is a guiet day. It's Monday and we both dread
this week. Finals are coming up for me and Dad will soon be
traveling for work. Neither of us has gotten into the rhythm of
the New Year.
Dad is walking guickly. He is only five-nine but his
strides are long and I have to skip to keep up with him, spilling
more coffee than I drink. It has go tten cold so I throw it out and
hand Dad m y cup.
"What should we talk about today?" He says as he
shakes the drops out of the mug and tucks it into his jacket. The
elementary school looms in front of us, our destination.
I shrug at first. It's barely five o'clock in the morning;
the only thing on my mind is sleep. I hop around a hop-sco tch
court, stalling until I find something worth talking about. Dad
and I have agreed that we can talk about anything without
judgment, or at least without condemnation, but we bod1 have
high standards for ourselves. I stall too long.
Dad smiles and pats my shoulder. "Tired this morning?
How late did you stay up?" Dad will keep asking guestions until
he gets an answer.
"Promise not to tell Mom?" I keep my eyes on the chalk
court. Dad nods, at least I think he does. "One." I glance up
at him and he just shakes his head. As much as we stress the
parent-free thing, I still need him to be my dad sometimes. He
knows and gives me a hug.
"How about a story d1is morning?"
I smile. A story for the walk home. "What is the story
about?"
Dad has lots of stories about his younger years: some
true, some not. There are stories about His childhood: the forts
he made, the friends and enemies he made as a youngster, playing
Robin Hood or Lewis and Clark. There are stories about college,
about how he met Mom. Then there are stories about Alaska.
"When I was in Alaska one summer, we were on a
fi shing boat called The Purpose. Now when these boats would
make anchor at high tide, they would be level with the dock. But
at low tide, the boats would be sitting some twenty feet down in
the mud. You'd have to climb up these wet, grimy ladders to get
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up to the dock to go into town ."
The sky on the left blushes from the bluish grey to
a delicate peach. The trees change from black silhouettes to
detailed green. I breathe in slowly and exhale. My breath swirls
in the air and floats off to mix with the clouds. I can see smoke
rising from our chimney. Ryan must have laid a fire for us. We
pass the house but keep walking.
"So we dock at high tide and most of my shipmates go
into town. I was sick though so I decided to stay on board. I'm
sitting there in my hammock, reading a book, when I hear this
loud thud on deck. Well, needless to say, I'm scared. I put down
my book and tiptoe onto the deck.
"I see this shape grunt and stand up by the ladder to the
dock. He is a litde shaky on his feet, hunched over and leaned
forward. He looks around, not moving his head but shifting his
entire torso, like a novice skier.
In Alaska during the summer, it never gets truly dark.
We were a bit too far south to see the sun for more than twentyfour hours-that eternal daylight-but the sun barely ·d ipped
beneath the horizon before it grayed the sky again."
Our horizon has blossomed. It always amazes me how
guickly it gets light. Oranges, yellows and pinks bleed across the
pale sky. I search for the moon, but it is gone. The hole in the
sky is shut until tomorrow and I am still on Earth.
Sometimes I wish I could run away for a day. I wish I
could, instead of following the trail, marred with my footsteps,
from the bus stop to my door, walk the other way. I wish I could
explore those haunted mine shafts and look into the windows
of the abandoned cars. But only in the daylight. And only for
one day. Then I would want to go home, sit by the fire, and
treasure my one day.
I couldn't run away forever. Maybe that's why I haven't
even gone a day. What is the point of running away for a day if
there is not the possibility of never coming back?
"The sky was just lightening though it was barely after
midnight. I could see him clearly, even from where I stood by
the door. He blinked his beady eyes several times-dazed. He
was clearly drunk, probably why he didn't kill himself falling off
the dock.
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"Finally over my fear, he was just a harmless drunk
fi sherman; I asked if h e was alright. H e jumped, starded at my
voice and tried to find me in the haze. I walked closer so he
could see me. He stared at rrie for a while, blinking, as if h e
couldn't quite make out my face. Then he grabbed onto my
shoulders and looked me in the eye. 'I am trying to find m y way,'
he wheezed. 'I am trying to find my way.' "
We are at the door now. Dad is looking at me intendy,
analyzing what I have gleaned from the story. I see the path in his
hazel eyes, the path we walk every day. Yes, we often improvise
it- turning here instead o f there, walking it backwards-but we
still end up right back on the doorstep.
I am still improvising. Looking out the window at the
campus' lawn, at d1e other dorms, I think of home, that green
door with the brass handle that I always come to at the end o f
an adventure.
Maybe before the end o f school, I'll run away. I will
walk my usual path but then just keep walking. I will leave my cell
phone behind. And my keys too. I won't even take my journal.
I won't need to write, just walk. I will disappear. I will become
the rhythm of my walk; I will b ecome the path so that no matter
which turn I take, I will h ave traveled both.
But not today. It's raining outside. And tomorrow I have
a paper due. A nd then it's the weekend. Maybe we'll go clubbing
or to d1e mall. I wouldn't wan t to miss that. Maybe next year.
Someday, I'll walk across the country. That's it. I will just
leave one day. I won't tell a soul. I won't take anything wid1 me.
I'll just start walking, alone but for the ephemeral friendships of
the road. I'll treasure it when I get back. When I get back.
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PATIENCE
Michael Tucker

Abandoning Specter!
A desert's mirage!
You promise us victory,
With a lofty visage.
A puffed up ideal
That is stolen day to day
By all the items on our list,
and worst promise of play.
Leisure steals you, Patience.
Our tasks completed to obtain
A litde bit more fun
To ignore and avoid our pain.
Patience you are a phantom virtue,
A whimsicallitde Sprite,
Offering assurance of relief
But never applicable to our plight.
For those who know of pleasure
Are relegated to dine:
A mind of tumult as the meal
And anxiety our wine.
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RESTORATION
]e.r.r Boucbard

You tug on the lattice strings
of my heart, climbing my
threads like a ladder
to where
you perch for a while.
You rub hands over my punctured cavitiesmy delicate muscle: my seed:
my purity: my love
as if to replace or fill my aching.
I can't seem to say, "stay" or "go"
or "please fill me the rest of your life"
or "no."
Because when the continents split they
did not yearn for their separate parts,
as I don't yearn for your completion.
There is an ancient river that
flows to and from such sacred territory
along the same rhythmic strides
that restores, you must see, I feel
restful with the continuity of our hearts
beating near by, but not connected.
The spiraling braches ·Of my love are not a
bridge for yours, and that is not a
seat to perch on.

Arbor© 2008 Mariah Perry
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THOUGHTS OF THE END
FAL
Paul Roshau

LE

N
Bricmna Sylvi"a-Cianzo
Thoughts of the end:
Sadly becoming
Appealing,
Imagi ning,
Picturing,
Feeling ...
I t truly would be easy, and I
Could make it guick, realis tically
All for the exit, of course.
O nly the thoughts of others
Reacting to an aftermad1,
Or sight ...
Swings my mood to a corrective despair
And guilt, among d1ings.
I can't help to picture dus negative relief
Wh ere my eyes,
Find themselves trapped and wandering.
With this watch,
This hypnotizing agony
Conforms my mental tragedy
Into something pleasing
And comforting.
Let us not hope this to become
Too engraved.
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Breathing. Breathing I am. I am ... breathing. Hon estly,
I am shaking in my skin. I am craaaawling in my skin. Little
nails are poking out of my pores making my head itch and my
eyes roll into my sockets. I am fucking terrified. Wh at will I do
if it turns out positive?
It won't turn out positive. It can't. You are waiting,
too. You are breathing, too. I shut you out though-you are
locked out. Locked out of the bathroom, locked out of my
privacy, locked door equals locked h eart. I haven't locked my
heart to you. But how could you? WE spoke of this. WE spoke
of never letting this, of all things, happen.
We are in y our room. You are touching, touching, touching me.
"One kzss, "you tvhisper. "Ok, " I breathe. One kiss equals one touch.
Om touch equals one feel Onefeel equals one...
One baf?y?
"Baby." You call to me through the wooden b arrier;
I can feel your ear pressed against the cold, slivery door. I
rock. I'm scared. I can't tell you I'm scared. I'm ashamed.
Ashamed of you, ashamed of me, ashamed of peeing on a
stick, ashamed of waiting. You want in. Why do you want in?
I want you to leave. I want you to sleep; I want to sleep. Not
with you. Why did I kiss your ap ocalips? "Baaaaaaby?" you cry.
You sound like a baby. Whaaaaaa. I want to cry. I want you to
hold me and rock me and whisper sweet things into my ears. I
am still a baby. I am still your baby.
"I'll lovey ou forever, IYI likey ou for altvays, as long as I'm
living 11ry baf?y y ou Yl be." Mom is tucking me in. I am four. The warm
soft blanket is engulfing me in feathers andyummy toastyness. Like a
toasted marshmallom She loves me. I love her, too. This is rrg favorite,
she puckers up her cherry lips and kisses me on the nose. She tastes like
Christmas. She wisps away and I reach, reach for her. I cannot touch the
silk} mightiness of her queen sleep-robe. I am small I am insignificant.
I am insignificant. I do not care if it's positive. I'll only
die. Only you will notice. Mom has forgotten about my puffy
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cake colored eyes, she has forgotten about me. I should let
you in . Let you into this p orcelain penitentiary of chaos and
anxiety, let you back in to m y heart. I look out the window a
piece of blue and green freedom flitters atop powdery wi~gs.
I w1sh I were a butterfly. I could change; I could morph from
something disgusting and slimy into something beautiful and
free. I could escape. I could land on nectar-filled flowers and
drink until Tam drunk. Drink, drunk. Until a hawk swoops
merolessly from the sky and crush es me and my bud in its
talons. But I am n ot a butterfly, I only have a broken flower.
IV e are meetingfor thefir.rt time. You look .ro damn good i11 that
.fJJJeatshirt. It Z:r pulled tight around)lOUr bicep)! arm.r. I look like a pa.rto1.
I borron;ed ll?JI .ri.rter:r itsy bitsy se:ry model skirt; it:r too .flnall. I canfeel
my;e/6;-roll l01;e handles p eeking outfi"OllJ under my satiny let's-get-z'tc017
blozr.re. I JJJant)IOU to like me, I JJJal'lt)IOU to l01;e me, I alu;qy.r get ahead of
ll?JI.fe/j. U:7/zy? "You look real61beautiji411onight, '']ou .f{!)l in_your dripp)l
ll!OOI7.ftmck .rlurrojiPords. Red hotms.r .rUJells into 111)1cupcake cheek.r. You
smile. I .rmile. U7e lcmgh.
"Honey? What is going on? Is it n egative? Is it
positive? Please let me in, let me in, let me in . . ." I can't. Oh
God, Jesus, Mary, Joseph I cannot let you in. I stand. You hear
me stir and pound on the brick wall forming around m y ticker.
I look into my reflection. I look like the girl in The Exorcist.
White face, white lip s, black hair. I half expect myself to start
screaming and eating people's so uls. Too bad I'm not that girl,
I would eat your soul. I can hear you start to cry. Boys crying
always makes me so ft. But you are no t a boy, you are a man.
Men crying makes me hard. Not good hard, bad hard. I squint
my pudgy lids, and screw up my repulsive freckled cheeks-I
look like I just climbed out from behind the trashy stink bin. I
must've slithered out of there because I am covered in sticky
God-knows-what and my hair is slicked to my scalp. "I'm
sorry," you sob. It's too late.
I'm late. I am late. You don't understand. "Late for zvhat?"
)!Ott a.rk, stupid. I. Am. Late. I gil;e)IOU my best are-you-shitting-me-youreal6;-do!1 't-u11der.rta11d-Jvhat-I 'm-tr)'ing-t(}-tell-you-right-t70JJJ-Iooks. It
clicks. "Oh."

.

oJ

?h. I.r that it? Tho.re tJJJO little letters .rend me reeling into a fit
.rcreammg rage and horrible cutter remark.r. You look .rurpri.red. U?'ry
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are)IOU .rurpri.red?! I 1vi.rh I could .rolve that trapp)llittle thought labyrinth
y ou call)lOUr intellect and under.rtand wby you don't understand me. But
the thing is, you do under.rtand me. You understand my arachnophobia
and my obsession zvith Asian noodle.r. You know m)l favorite coffee by
heart. Double sqy sugar~Ji"ee white chocolate mocha zvith caramel sauce.
You even knotv how to 1vrite it on the cup-X2 Sqy SF WCM XCar.S.
We alwqys laugh about the extra Car.S. I alwqy.r want a netv car. You
make me laugh zvith sarcASStic remarks like, ')ou look like a rqy of
.run.rhine, " and "tho.re boot.r are hideous. " You are hilariou.r. I needyou.
I needyou to understand tvhat i.r going on right no tv. I am .reriou.r andyou
are cereal. I'm about to be a cereal killer.
Thump. Thump. Thump. Thump. Your thumps are
more defeated as the ticker ticks on. I think you are thumping
your brains against my bricks. My fortress. I am a queen. The
test stick is the dragon and you are the knight. Please come and
save me ... save me please. I am tired. I am yawns and stretching. The bubblegum hairy pink carpet feels like grass on my
spongy butt. I need a satin queen sleep robe. If only I could
flush the dragon down the toilet and forget about it, like the
goldfish we flushed as kiddies. You probably felt bad for flushy
goldfish, I always laughed. They swirl around and around like I
want to swirl around and around. I would throw up my lunch
though. I'm already nauseous. I feel Sandman pulling at my
eyelids. It's so late.
'Round here tve .rtc!} up very 1;ery late/Ahu;, I can't .ree no thin~
nothin~ Round here/ ohh. Catch me if I'm fa/lin'/ catch me if I'm fa/lin '
catch me cau.re I 'm fa/lin' down onyou/ I .raid I'm under the gun, Round
here." We~e .ringing ourfavorite .rong. It's a .rilky night; the man zn the
moon i.r definite!J out tonight. We grumble and stop and look at the ci!J
from our cu.rhiony throne.r. Yo11 throtvyour tvea.re!J arm around 11ry slinky
shoulder. I .rnuu,fe. "ll/i/1you altvays love me?" I a.rkyou, reai!J interested and .rlight!J terrified. "Ye.r. I will ahvqys, a/1/lqy.r /01;e you. Until the
earth crack.r and the .rky .rplit.r and Je.rus comes walking dozvn the stairs
from heaven to take us hand in hand with him to see of Dadcjy. Even then
I 1villloveyou. "
I throw open the door. We stare each other in the eyes
we both know so well. I know what you're thinking and you
know what I'm thinking. I fall. You catch me. You hold me.
fall.
You catch me as I
55
I,

29

The Promethean, Vol. 17 [2009], Iss. 1, Art. 1

2008-2009 WRITING CONTEST

NOTES ON WINNING ENTRIES

A letter)i'o!JZ Krz:rtine Pug.r!IJI, Nfcmaging Editor

1st Place
Jeremey Richard.r
Last year Johanna Stephens, Dr. K.im Knutsen, and the student .
Editorial Staff of The Promethean decided to stage a writing
contest for all students, faculty, and staff. The success and
popularity of the contest encouraged our current team to continue the tradition in d1e 2008-2009 edition.
Th.is year, .instead of using ink-blot muses, the staff decided
to employ our theme "Contents May Be Hot" as the contest
prompt. We hoped the unusual and ambiguous nature of the
issue would provoke a variety of interesting entries, and we
were not disappointed. The contest received over 20 submissions, all of wh.ich embodied d1e free spirit and electric energy
we hoped to generate in this year's contest.
E lizabeth Braun, an adjunct Humanities professor, served as
our judge. She should be thanked for her diligence and time;
as an experienced literary critic, her choices for first, second,
and d1ird place have been decided with great care and considera tion.
A list of all winners and honorable mentions can be found
on the facing page. Comments on the first and second place
entries are provided by Dr. Kimberly Knutsen and Kristine
Pugsley.
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2nd Place
Leah Flore.r

Door
Shhh, My Demons Are
Trying To Sleep

3rd Place
Je.rs Bouchard

This Must Be Real

Honorable Mentions:
Sarah Gutierrez
Nathan Betterman

Time With Hank
The Flow

DOOR
The strength of "Door" is the landslide-like shift of meaning
between stanzas. The poet begins with imagery that is Daliesgue and defies the laws of physics: "a small, blue, square
pond/ nailed laterally against a wall of snow." The reader is
challenged to crane their necks in order to view this door into
another realm. In the final stanzas, the movement is inward:
"Peace/ placed (deep/ deep in my chest. Deeper than my
heart and my soul)." The parenthetical style gives the reader
access to an innermost chamber of spirituality, one "where
only You fit." It is here that the meaning of "Door" is revealed: God exists in a deeper pool, one that defies time and
space.
SHHH, MY DEMONS ARE TRYING TO SLEEP
This poem explores the reality of living with our nightmares. It
reaches into the darkest places in us all, into h.idden chambers
where memories of our most disturbing experiences live. It is
the place feared but unavoidable, because to lose it would be
to lose a part of ourselves. We see this in the mothering words
(the demons are 'cradled') and in the sleepy, quiet tone; we
also feel the bleak captivity when we realize that the demons,
destroyed by the mother in 'waves of bile,' are dreaming fragments of her former life. The stark realities and haunting images resonate with.in us and leave a lasting impression.

,,
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DOOR
Jerel!!)' Richards

a small, blue, square, pond
nailed laterally against a wall of snow.
a deteriorating window sill and
the growing world undernea th.
as hard as i try
i cannot escape
Peace
placed (deep
deep in my chest.
deeper than my h eart
and m y soul)
in that litde nook
where only You fit.

Published by CU
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SHHH, MY DEMONS ARE TRYING TO SLEEP
Leah Flores

Shhhhh .. ..
My demons are trying to sleep
They don't know that I'm awake
N umbly I walk
Cradling them in my stomach
Waves of bile drown their dream s
And for a moment I can see
T he fragments of the life
I used to live
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FREEDOM IN A CUP
JereJJ?)I Richards

" D o you want a cup o f Joe?"
"What is Joe?" I asked.
Or more importantly, who is Joe? I thought. Poor guy.
All that m y five-year-old brain could envision was a white
coffee cup on a matching saucer, filled with Joe's arms and legs;
111S head placed mcely on top. Obviously it would have been a
very large cup.
''A cup of coffee," m y dad said.
"Yuck! " I exclaimed, but in reality I wanted the cup
of coffee, even tl1ough I hated the taste. I wanted to drink
it because it would have made me a grown up. Just like the
serpent had tempted Eve with tl1e apple, telling her it would
make her equal to God, this forbidden cup of bitter black
temptation would have made me into an adult, equal to the
ones who created me. Somehow by drinking coffee I knew
I would be transformed. My dad and mom drank it every
mormng. When they had guests over they all drank it. I knew
because I sat on the floor playing Ninja Turtles and listened to
tl1em talk about subjects I didn't care about and make jokes I
didn't get.

If I drank the cup I would understand tl1e jokes they
made and would suddenly be captivated by the conversation
tlnt only days earlier had seemed like gibberish to me. I
pictured myself sitting on the couch with them, not on the
floor. I would wear cluck-framed glasses, a green sweater vest
wlth an Ironed white shirt underneath, and a pair of tasteful,
pressed khaki pants. The only difference bet\veen tl1e adults
and me would be that I was only three-and-a-half feet tall. Oh
yes, and m y hair would be slicked to the side in a fashionable
comb~over. O ne ques tion remained. Would I have to give up
the N mJa Turtles? If I gave into the temptation would I be
forced to kis s Michelangelo, Donatello, Leonardo, and Raphael
goodbye? Was this an either/ or arrangement or could I have
tl1e best of both worlds, adulthood and Ninja Turtles-at
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the same time? These were the life and death questions that
flooded my mind when m y dad offered m e m y first cup of
coffee. I was paralyzed, I couldn't think straight.
"I'll put lots of cream and sugar in it," my dad said,
coaxing me to give this "cup of Joe" a chance.
"I s it okay? I mean, will it hurt me?" I asked,
legitimately afraid.
"Sure its okay! They told me it would stunt my growth
when I was a kid but I didn't listen and look at me now!" He
started laughing, shaking his whole 5'6" frame. He always
laughed at his own jokes.
"Ok, I'll try it."

***
I grew up in a very Christian home. I mean that in
a good way. People often say things like that and then go on
to tell you that their parents were hypocrites; their mom did
Valium and their dad looked at p orn or something like that.
But that's not what I'm getting at.
My parents have always been very loving. My dad
taught science at the local high school and my mom stayed
at home until my sister and I were both in school. At that
time she started working part time for Dr. Hakes, the local
optometrist. My parents read to us when we were younger,
tucked us in till we were around 1:\velve years old, and helped us
study for tests throughout our time at Meadows Valley Schools.
Every summer we went on fanUly camping trips, from
Yellowstone to Rocky Mountain State Park to Moab. There
were a number of reasons my fanUly stayed close, but none of
them had as much influence as our Christian faith.
Every morning of my childhood I woke up and
walked down our short hall to the bathroom. The hallway
ended after the bathroom and opened up into our living
room. As I groggily made my way towards the shower I was
always greeted by my parents as they sat on the couch together,
reading their Bibles. My dad was the head elder at our church
and my mom was on almost every committee the church had.
It was clear to everyone that my parents worshipped
the God that was described in the Bible, but I knew better.
'·
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Their real god sat on the counter in a small paper bag from
some distant country, usually Columbia. The paper bag kept
the god fresh until they woke up in the morning to dump him
into a small white machine. The machine ground him up into
a fine powder. From there, they stuck him in a device that
poured water over him, then they drank him. With cream
and sugar. Without him they would have died, or at least
they would not have been alive. I had seen them on a few
rare occasions, before the ritual had begun. They wandered
around like zombies, their eyes barely open. They muttered in
incomplete sentences as they waddled toward the kitchen with
greasy hair standing on end. Once they drank this god called
coffee they came alive; they turned back into people.

***
"Oh come on! Just try it!"
"No! I don't like coffee! My dad tries to get me to
drink it all the time and it's gross!"
"Have you ever had a Frappucino? Have you ever
even been to Starbucks?! I swear, this will change your life.
You'll love coffee after this."
"I don't know ... "
I was sixteen years old and my buddy Josh and I were
visiting our friends Liz and Maggie in Santa Cruz, California. I
still didn't understand why people liked coffee. Everyone said,
"You just have to acquire a taste for it." Why? Why would
I want to put myself through the process? I didn't see how
drinking coffee would make m y life any better.
"Look, I will buy it for you and if you don't like I'll
buy you one without coffee in it," Liz said in desperation.
"Okay, but you might as well order them both at the
same time cause I'm not going to like it," I said assuredly.
"Yes!" Liz exclaimed. I still didn't understand what
the big deal was. "Ok, here it is. I'm so excited for you to try
it!" She smiled so big that her face scrunched up until her eyes
were just little slits and she got so excited that she snorted,
not that it was a big deal, she always did when she laughed.
Likewise, it was not surprising that coffee excited her so much
because pretty much everytl1ing excited her. It was impossible
62
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to be bored with Liz because she wouldn't let you get bored.
Everything from Jamba Juice to Jazzercise intrigued her.

***
I loved Liz, all 4 feet 11 inches of her. I met her
the previous summer at a Young Life camp called Woodleaf
in central California. When I first met her she was with a
large group of girls that I didn't know. They all introduced
themselves to me; I introduced myself, walked back to my
cabin, and promptly forgot every one of their names. After
that a short blonde girl kept saying hello to me whenever I
passed her during free time, sat near her during chapel, or
jumped off the diving board while she was swimming in the
pool. I finally asked her to remind me what her name was and
she said it was Liz. I'm sure I made some lame comment like,
"Oh yeah! That's right!" but really I had no idea.
Five months later I sat in the Boise Airport waiting
for Liz and her friend Maggie to arrive. "This is going to be
awl-ward," I droned.
"Well, you'll just have to make the best of it," my dad
said, without much sympathy in his voice.
"I know, but I haven't seen them in five months and
I've talked to them like once. I didn't think they would actually
come visit."
Liz and Maggie showed up looking as uncomfortable
as I felt. We all secretly wondered what we were thinking
and the four-hour drive from Boise to my house made doing
crosswords with my grandma sound like a good time. The
only talking that took place was Liz and Maggie gossiping
about high sch ool drama back home that I knew nothing
about, and even that was scarce; most of the ride was spent
in silence. Normally the drive only took two hours but it
happened to be a white-out the whole way home. Sometimes I
think God has a cruel sense of humor.
A few days after Liz and Maggie arrived everything
changed. I'm not sure what exactly happened, there wasn't one
particular moment; we just found ourselves having a good time
and by the end of the week I had a new best friend. Not in the
childish way, not like ~he was replacing my old best friend and
next week I would replace her with someone else. In that
63
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short week we had formed a friendship that would last a long
time, possibly the rest of our lives.

** *
Liz handed me the Frappucino with small hands
that barely fit around the plastic cup. I skeptically brought
the bright green straw to my lips and took a short sip of the
blended concoction.
What happened next changed my life.
The taste was unlike anything I had experienced.
There was a perfectly balanced explosion of chocolate and
caramel. I couldn't even taste the coffee. And the texture,
oh the texture! It was like drinking a high-quality slurpy from
7-11. All the enjoyment of blended ice and sweet flavors
without the nausea. Plus it had whipped cream. I guzzled the
16-ounce cup of heaven in a matter of seconds and paid the
price of a killer brain freeze. Then I slurped up the caramel
and whip cream that was left over. I had reached the point of
no return; without knowing it I had sacrificed myself to the
god that my parents and the majority of American's so eagerly
worship. My best friend had betrayed me and I was ecstatic
about it.

* **
Now coffee is a way of life. Whenever I want to
spend quality time with anyone we go to a coffee shop. My
parents and I play cribbage and drink coffee. My friends and I
do homework and drink coffee. The next time I ask a girl out
I'm sure we'll go to coffee. Unless she says no.
I have sold my soul to coffee. It has become a
daily part of my life; no longer are my parents the only ones
enslaved by this bittersweet god. I am not as dependent as
they are, but it will not be long before I am the one staggering
down the hallway at 6 in the morning, longing for the steaming
black liquid that will bring me back to life.
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PARADISE REGAINED
Indu 5 hanmugam

Once seen golden ribbon,
Reappears in a dream.
Rivers rush under skin
What talisman is this?
E nthralled by charming sight,
I seek your boxed rapture.
Hope seeks lifetime's treasure
By dozens, I seek destination -To blissful heavenlies. Send me.
Far away I long to go
Jasmine and mango scents greet.
Destiny gives me a diamond ring.
Undressed of my present realities.
Long to embrace desired ambition,
Swim in waters under moon's name
Could such fulfillment be true?
Roads to Destiny call my name.
Doubt's repressive poison holds me back,
Untangling from its clutches ...
I cannot. .. I must depart
Worlds apart, bittersweet mementos,
Rest your name closest to my heart,
Do not think I've refused your offer.
Timing has her plans like a matchmaker
And, when wisdom speaks,
Sending forth a distinct signal
In one flesh we'll escape to eternity.

'·
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ISLE OF RUM IN FLUX

WHO WOULD FOLLOW IN THEIR FOOTSTEPS

DNs!in Km1kel

Kait!Jn Montague

Herons, t\vo, came winging through
T he wes terly wind
G reeted us with profiles swift,
Fleet, dipping close
Into the grasses
And passed like
Shadows
Inland.

Foolish infants. They couldn't be defined otherwise.
They completed the rituals and prayed to their gods-their
true gods-and didn't even know it. Probably wouldn't ever,
either. They changed; they honored a heritage. They should
have been proud.
And yet there were those who thought this connection
was nothing but everlasting dirt under their fingernails, labeling
it a curse. Would they ever understand? Could they?
As he watched from the rooftops, rain pounding down
and shattering the midnight silence of the alleyway, he pondered. He'd been watching the same alley for weeks, biding his
time. Waiting. A boy in a trench coat wandered into view, long
shaggy hair slicked down to the sides of his face. The arms of
the coat bunched up as he wrapped his arms around himself.
It was obviously too large, the tails of the jacket skirted close
to the oil-slicked pavement. The boy's head bowed against the
onslaught of rain, his step hitched slightly, as if ready to run at
any moment. The watcher smiled. Yes, they could understand.
He'd make them see reason if he had to shove it into
them like an awl into a lobotomy patient.

#

#

#

#

#

Robert sat watching the clock ticking, the minute-hand
slowly creeping its way towards freedom. Would it ever come?
The creation of clocks was clearly a government conspiracy,
made to annoy and torture fifteen-year-old high school students. They had time machines too, and aliens, and everything
was a cover-up. Or he was bored and blowing everything out
of proportion.
Either option worked.
He sighed and looked over to the boy at the desk next
to him, sitting as rigid as his pressed shirt and slicked-back hair.
"Pss t. Dimitri."
66CU Commons, 2009
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The boy's head slowly turned, blue eyes rolling in an
exaggerated manner. He said nothing, but a slender eyebrow
rose in inquiry.
"You're not going straight home, are you?" Robert
whispered .
Dimitri shook his head, though Robert could practically hear the frustrated sigh coming. "You had plans?"
Robert grinned. "You expected less, D?"
"Mr. Harding." A voice boomed from the front of
the room, and as Robert twisted back toward the front of the
room, he met his teacher's disparaging glare with a shrug.
"Sir?"
"I assume you've been paying attention and can give
the class the answer to the equation on the board?"
"42?" As far as Robert was concerned, it was the answer to everything.
"I don't believe that was the question, Mr. Harding. As
the presence of variables ... " A loud buzzing from the speaker
above the door interrupted his diatribe, and the man sighed.
"Class dismissed."
Dimitri stood from his desk and turned to his cohort.
"You really should start paying attention in class, Robert."
"30 years from now, are you going to want to tell
people you cared more about a math class than having a life?"
Robert asked, following his friend out of the room.
"I happen to enjoy the subject-something you might
notice if you were privy to paying attention."
"Uh huh, because the quadratic whatchacallit is going
to be so important to my future aspirations."
"Look," Dimitri started. "You can have until seven to
do whatever it is that we're off to do, but then we're back at my
place studying for Biology. Test tomorrow, remember."
Robert balked and braced against the cool metal of
the lockers in the hallway. Dimitri couldn't be serious. "What?
We don't have a ... "
"Yes, we do. And you're going to fail it unless we study
for it."
Robert grimaced, but his friend was right. Alarmingly
so. And failing a test was only going to give Rafael excuse to
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find something else wrong with him. But then again, studying with Dimitri was like reading Ayn Rand while listening to
Frank Sinatra: nothing but droning leading to an inevitable nap.
''Alright, deal."

#

#

#

#

#

The same alleyway, a different day. How long had he
been standing? Waiting? He watched, an amused smile creeping
up his cheeks, pulling at a pair of thin lips. Two of them now,
he noted. The smaller still tried to hide in the over sizing of his
coat, now obviously black leather as the afternoon sun shon e
off the surface. He'd come to know the jacket almost intimately. A visual cue. The boy bounced alongside his much calmer
companion, and the alley watcher glared as they moved away.
But they'd be back. There was a routine in this-the voyeurism
had become a sort of ritual. The boy's routine had become his.
But now there were two, and just in time.
Oh yes, they would return.

#

#

#

#

#

"Robert, hurry up," Dimitri called, leading the way
down the darkened street. He'd already given his friend an extra half hour. As amusing as it was to watch Robert fight with
forty-year-olds over the last comic . .. something or other, he
wanted to get home. Home meant quiet and seminal solitude.
And dinner, he mustn't forget that.
Manicotti night even. Robert would be placated, and
not have to go home to the guardian that obviously had no
time for him. Dimitri had been there when Robert's father
died. When his mother left. Hell, his own mother had tried to
fill the gap for a few years. The boy was practically a brother.
"I'm coming," Robert cried, panting as he caught up.
"Biology is still going to be Biology, you know."
''And you 'll still be no closer to passing the test, will
you?"
Robert mumbled something about conceding a point,
and he couldn't help but laugh. His friend's ego could only
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withstand so much.
"Maybe I would, you know. Pass it though knowledge
os mo sis."
"I don't think it works like that," Dimitri replied.
"Well mayb e you just haven't tried . . .. oh, uhm, hi?"
Robert stopped suddenly and Dimitri followed his turning gaze
until both o f them were staring up at the figure ahead of them.
H e hadn't been watching where they were headed, trusting his
feet to know.
But he never did like narrow passages. He liked the
open, and the streetlights. When had they ended up here?
The man took a cautious step forward. Two. Three.
The moonlight reflected off his teeth, illustrating his grin and
shadowing d1e .rest of his face. H e cocked his head to the side.
Another step.
"I've been waiting, Brother." The voice was like boot
steps on gravel, and it grated in the wrong way. No matter how
personable his friend was, this couldn't be a good idea. Robert,
apparendy, was thinking the same thing, as he moved with him.
But Robert wasn't focu sed on d1e man.
H is gaze was focu sed up above. The sky had begun to
grow dim, the pink pastels of twilight fading into the cerulean
hues of night. The moon was bright, more so as d1e sky darkened.
"I think you've got the wrong guys, dude," Robert
answered. His voice was calm, and steady as a teenager could
manage. But his body betrayed him. He was shaking as he
slowly backed away. His hand extended out toward Dimitri. He
took it of course, what would any other friend do?
"No, no, you misunderstand," the gravel-scratching
voice started again. The figure rook another step fotward, his
coat swaying behind him. "I don't mean you. You, Mr. Harding, run away from your bird1right, and I'll have nothing to
do with it. You were born a god, and you turn your back! In
fact .. .I'll bet your friend here has no idea, does he?"
Robert gripped Dimitri's hand and pulled backward,
stepping back faster than he was. Dimitri stumbled back, trying
to keep pace. What in the hell was Robert doing? They were
trying to get home, not keep up with homeless nut jobs.
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"Dimitri, we need to go. Now," Robert panted. His
breathing had sped, eyes wide as they passed from one figure
to the other.
Dimitri nodded, and the pace quickened again.
"Wait."
The boys stopped in their tracks, though Dimitri's
brain screamed at him to leave. This isn't safe. You're late.
Mom's waiting. Food is cold.
. "You want to know, don't you?" the man asked. "Why
your fnend lies to you. Why he'll always lie to you. Why he's
doing it now."
Was Robert lying? There were those few ritualistic
days in which it seemed like Robert's guardian was stricter than
normal; the house was quiet and still when he'd come and visit.
There were also the days Robert skipped school, looking like
he hadn't slept in three days. But overprotective guardians and
skipping class was nothing new. Was it?
"Robert, what is he talking about?"
"Don't worry about it, we need to go."
The man strode forward again, closing the gap between them. Dimitri noticed now the stubble on his face his
unkempt hair, and his beady eyes. He swallowed hard and the
man leaned in, his face mere inches away. Dimitri jumped back
into the brick wall, still clutching Robert's hand.
The man cocked his head again as he stared at Dimitri.
.
Why did he feel smaller? Did the world suddenly get
b1gger? Colder? A hand reached out, shoving Robert into the
other ":all. Dimitri watched with wide eyes as his friend's limp
body slid down the wall-down into oblivion. He swallowed
and turned back to the grinning face in front of his.
"Why?"
"Why? Is that all you can really think to ask? All I want
is to offer you something he never would."
Dimitri's brow furrowed. Of course, this is what happened when you didn't study for Biology tests-you ran into
crazy homeless people who try and kill you and your friends.
Oh, wouldn't his mother love to hear about this when he got
home.
"I find that hard to believe," he replied.
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"Tell me, brother, about your gods."
Dimitri was ready to shove this guy away, pick up his
friend, and drag them both home before he was here for another three hours listening to a religious diatribe.
"There's only the one. Is there a point to this? I have
money, if that's what you're after."
"Money?" the man asked, taking another step forward .
No space to breathe. "You insult me, brother." Dimitri chastised himself. He should have known better. He should have
shot first. He should have just gone home a half hour ago.
Too many shoulds.
Not enough coulds.
He swallowed again. "I'm not your brother."
"No. Not yet."
Yet?
"But the moon wills it," he continued. "And so do I."
The grin broke into a snarl, and the bright moonlight no longer
glinted off teeth, but fangs.
Dimitri shook, frozen in place, muttering a Hail Mary
under his breath.
The teeth bit into the fle sh at his neck and shoulder,
and he cried out in pain. He flailed for a moment, trying to
push back. And then hung limp.
Lifeless.
He felt a twinge of pain as the teeth pulled back, ripping joints and skin. Sparks flew across his vision as he hit the
ground with a thud. The moon was full, bright. The only thing
Dimitri could see as his eyes threatened to close. Didn't they
say to move to the light? Was he dying?
Darkness blocked it now, blood dripping from its lips.
"No sleeping now," it said. "This is the most important part."
Dimitri ignored it and the dull throb in his neck. He
turned to Robert, who, while awake now, was writhing on the
gravel. The boy's neck pulled up as he howled in agony.
And the same fangs flashed in the light.
"Robert?" he croaked. \Vas this what he'd lied about?
The boy turned, with a roar. Had he sprouted fur?
The man leaned fonvard, his nose looking longer than
he recalled. "Come brother. Your real Gods will show you how
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to run free."
The throbbing in his neck faded to a pricking tingle
and the light was calling again. Pulling like an insistent mother
to an infant. He felt he had a place there, in the light-a duty
to it even.
"Robert, why didn't you tell me?"
The two feral men roared into the night. Challenging
each other.
Dimitri, even as a useless, bloody wreck, was caught
in the middle. He realized that he had to make a choice. The
deceiver or the instigator?
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DANDELIONS
Hoi!J Goodrich

I crave a life of perfect suburban lawn; a uniform green square
of 7 by 7 perfection. Paradise unmarred by the scraggily
tentacles of crab grass; or twiggy clover clusters, who sow a
miniature mine field of triplet green mouse ears and bee-sting
wooing pollen balls. But most dreaded are dandelions. When
I was little I loved them, collected treasured bundles of them
to present to my mother, tiny black bugs and all. Offerings of
hands stained pollen yellow and sticky stem milk gone brown.
I stuck them in little glass vases with water so they wouldn't
die. She banished them to concrete porches to avoid headaches
and sneezes. Both our efforts were in vain; death is a dandelion's favorite comic.
Mine the clay with an old screwdriver and, "Crack!" Out comes
a root, carrot or at least thumb thick. If you're lucky only five
more will pop up. Inject those roots with weed-killer. After 2
or 3 doses, they shrivel and age ten thousand years, burned in
hot oil. And you think at last your muddy, busied hands have
won. Until a small child, a puffball of soft down, a breath of
air and behold ten more dandelions! Brides really ought to invite a dandelion or two to their bouquets; it's really dandelions
that are forever.
Obnoxious yellow neon signs on pale green and purple tinged
stems. Loud yellow freaks crashing the dinner party. Making
a scene with their bushy, unkempt hairstyle. Clashing with the
staid, slender green guests. Revealing in their imperfection.
Prolific weeds of hope and humanity, divinely disturbing the
monotony of my visions of horticultural perfection. I bate
you, yet tremble at the sterile world I would create without you.
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RICHARD

THE LAST DAYS (SENIOR THESIS EXCERPT)

Loni B!ankers

Sarah Gutierrez

If your heart is still beating

But your brain
1s gone
Are you still here?
I would tell you I love you
But I know you won't hear
Do you know that I do?
If your spirit still lingers

But your soul is gone
Can you feel us near?
When He took your spirit
And led you home
Was Grandma there?
If the machines have been stopped

But your will hangs on
What are you waiting for?
I will miss you, you know
But I will see you soon
Will you meet me there?
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It was Thursday, April 26th. Christy and Dylan had
spent the last few months trying to fool d1emselves and each
other into believing that iliings were getting better. As a final
straw, they settled on a pact: if either relapsed again, they
would break up. The glaring problem was iliat neiilier had
cleaned up in ilie first place. He would ask if she had used and
she'd lie to him. She'd ask, and he'd lie to her.
Christy let things go on like this because she had
two needs: to get her kids back and to keep Dylan in her life.
She couldn't hope to be happy having one wiiliout the oilier.
Even though using meili was tl1e number one thing getting in
tl1e way, it was how she stayed focused; everydung was set on
course to crash sooner or later, but until iliat happened, she
would not give up.
Pretending to be healthy was the only hope left for
ilieir relationship.
Today, Christy was spun enough to give h erself away.
Dylan caught on to her sketchy, twitchy mannerisms. She had
carelessly slipped into a tank top baring her needle pricked
arms; she was tired of pretending anyway. He turned to her as
tl1ey sat on his couch.
"I can tell you're lugh now," he accused.
"Yep," she answered wryly, smirking.
"Well why don't you give me some of that?" She sat
up straight from resting her head on his shoulder. Her eyes
searched his wildly. She felt a tremendous relief from the pressure of having to fake sobriety for so long.
"It's about time!" She pulled ilie bag of meili from her
bra and threw it his way. She carried plenty of dope for more
than the both of them. Their pact was out ilie window with an
unspoken agreement that this would be the last time.
Their run lasted iliem anoilier fifteen hours until it

,_

77

40

Department: The Promethean, Contents May Be Hot (2008-2009)
was time to come down. The tail-end of a high brought out
the worst in them. And D ylan, with a proven history of violent
and abusive behavior, never hesitated to turn his irritation into
the bruises that stamped Christy's body.
The rhythm of their relationship consisted of extreme highs, explosive arguments, expensive gifts from D ylan,
to make amends, and an extended period of mounting tension that Christy could always sense. It was as if Dylan was
constantly planning his next big blow-out fight. Although she
knew the final remedy was to leave him for good, she would
provoke his anger just to get it over with. Like diving into the
wall of an oncoming wave she would call him a punk, letting
the wave crash over her. It was the last thing anyone should call
a man just out of prison.
"Say it again!" he threatened.
"You fucking punk!" He grabbed her by the neck, and
in a strained voice she stubbornly kept on, "Punk!!" This way
she never wondered when she'd get beat up. She could plan
it. She was in control for the moment, and the waves always
seemed to pass. Tonight, however, the rage and swells of
Dylan's mood were more treacherous than anything she was
prepared for.
Christy recalled never knowing fear until she was begging for her life that night.
This was the first time his rage had brought him to the
point of wielding deadly weapons against her.
First there was the gun.
Dylan usually felt ready to die either on the prospect
of returning to prison or whenever Christy threatened to leave.
As she came down, the familiar regret and shame harped on
her conscience. She began to see Dylan as the reason her life
was so screwed up. She mustered up enough confidence to
threaten to leave him one more time. D ylan was sweating.
His goatee trembled under his jaw as his mouth hung open.
His scowling face and wide eyes pulsed with every beat of his
angry heart. He was ready t.o take them both out.
He had the gun pointed at her head.
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"I'm gonna do us both in . .. or. .. no, I'm gonna make
this as hard on you as possible." He wrapped tl1e gun up in
Christy's hand witl1 his fingers still on the trigger. He turned
the pistol toward himself to make it look like Christy was the
killer. " If you kill me, I'll get what I want, and you," he continued witl1 a malevolent chuckle, "you will get what you deserve.
If I can't have you, no one can."
An eternity passed and D ylan's menacing stare turned
distant and lifeless. Christy stood deatl1ly still; hoping he would
think twice and let her go.
"Forget it." He dropped the gun.
The night dragged on. A typical war of words grew
between them from mutual feelings of dejection and hopelessness. Dylan commenced witl1 his usual dig.
"Bag bitch!"
"Fucking prick! You're tl1e one who go t me into tlus in
tl1e first place, you ass!"
"You dirty cunt, I'll kill you if you ever say that again!"
"It's true. You turned my life to shit. I hate ~ny life
because of you!"
It was finally en ough to set D ylan over ilie edge. He
chased Christy witl1 a kitchen knife into a corner. From a display of Samurai swords mounted on the wall, he grabbed tl1e
nearest one and pointed it at her stomach. His half-closed eyes
and emotionless grin made lum appear resolved to finally get
rid of her.
"I could do you in right now," he said.
"Please, please don't ... please, please don't ... O h,
Jesus, please .. .please come help me, please .. .In tl1e Name of
Jesus, Dylan, 'no weapon formed against me shall prosper!"'
He dropped the sword.
With the kitchen knife still in hand, he pressed the
blade to his neck.
"You know what? I'll just do myself in. I'll just kill myself and ilien you won't have anything to worry about." Witl1
a dramatic " u" motion, he sliced the surface of his skin. Blood
seeped down his neck.
He stopped and stared at her.
,_
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"Dylan, you are crazy!" Christy walked away.
He paused a moment and thought sh e might have
actually been right. He went into the bedroom to check his
self-inflicted wound.
Thinking fast, Christy devised a plan to stop Dylan
from doing any more damage. He needed some final distraction from his anger. Her plan was to make him think that her
meth addiction had gone too far. If her life was in danger for
reasons other than his violence, then the abuse would end.
She had to act quickly.
The two were already high when she had tossed him
the bag earlier that night. They left enough for her to get spun
beyond anything she'd done before. With only minutes to get
Dylan to believe she'd overdosed, she slipped unnoticed into
the nearby bathroom and locked the door behind her. She hurriedly prepared the n eedle.
With a full T left in the dope bag (about two grams)
she used the blunt end of her lighter to crush the crystals into
a fine powder. She funneled the powder into the shaft of the
needle and added water to make it liquid. She shook the needle,
pumped out the extra air, found the right vein and unloaded
the drug into her already wasted form.
There.
It's done ... he can't hurt me anymore.
But soon the intensity of the high scared her.
Oh God, what if I don't survive this? I've never done
a full T.
I don't want to die yet. ..
... but my brain is ... aaah, it's ... I can hear it frying ...
Oh God, oh God, oh God .. .
Dylan came out from the bedroom as Christy stumbled from the bathroom, barely upright.
"Dylan . . .I mistake . .. I made .. .I, I made a .. .a mist--"
Her heart pumped wildly from her chest. Her thoughts
were clear yet panicked. She couldn't say anything that made
sense. Dylan knew by her enormously wide open eyes, profuse
sweating and contorted face what she had done. The drug's attack on her central nervous system caused her jaw to lock and
her lips to purse grotesquely. She tried to verbalize a cry to
80
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Dylan for help but could only think it.
Dylan I'm so scared! What do I do?
Call the Drug Line. Yes, do that, they'll know what to
do, they can help. OK, Christy, focus . .. get the words out .. .
Forming sentences was impossible ... Dylan had to
in terpret the stuttering and gibberish that spilled from her
mouth:
"You, you, you, you, and the, uh, you know . .. the the
the drug, poison .. .. p-p-p-p eople, on the phone ... they uh, they
call them ... to find what I do ... just call."
Dylan got off the phone with the drug line and turned
to Christy.
"We have to get you to the emergency room."
"Dylan! How'm I gonna get there if you don't take me
there with a no contact order? What am'r we gonna do?"
The no contact order. Christy called the cops on Dylan
a couple months back after the first time he threw her around.
If they were caught together, he'd go back to jail. He came up
with a different plan.
"We need go for a walk."
A walk? No, no, no .. . there are WAY too many scary
things out there . . . I can't, they always follow me .. .
"Ok," she replied timidly.
"Maybe he's right. I can try."
O utside, Dylan and Christy walked around the block
trying to calm her. Dylan talked and talked and kept on talking.
Christy could barely comprehend a single word. All she was
aware of was the whispering voices from the imagined "treeoples" and " bushnarks" that followed her the entire way. Their
voices taunted and teased relentlessly.
"Ssh! "
"Keep quiet!"
"Come closer ... "
"I-Iahahah . .. she's getting closer!"
"Stay down!!! "
"Oooooh . . . Christy, Christy, Christy .. . "
The voices and shadows of p eople who weren't tl1ere
were becoming too much. It was time to go back.
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Christy's tweak leveled off enough to make it to school
violence, guns, knives, etc.
the next day. Kelly, Christy's friend from beauty school, was the
Hm. I don't know about cruelty to animals. But maybe
only person she could confide in about her violent encounters
he was .. .who knows?
with Dylan. Kelly was a squat, frizzy haired, red-headed woman
She checked twelve out of twelve and handed the clipin her forties. The type Christy would never normally get close
board back to the counselor. A "seen this a million times" look
to. But something about her compassionate green eyes made
was on the counselor's face as she advised Christy- another
her feel safe enough to open up. She brought up everything
helpless case- to flee while she still had her life.
that had happened the night before. Kelly listened and shook
"You know, if you go back there, he's going to kill you
the next time this happens." It was advice Christy had h eard
her head in disbelief.
"Christy you cannot let this go anymore, you've got to
before. The difference now was that she was finally telling it to
herself - and believing it to the core.
.
call the police and turn him in for that."
"I can't call the police again. I can't. And tf they find
The police needed to know every entrance, exit and
out we've broken the no contact order, he's looking at prison
window in D ylan's duplex apartment. Christy drew a rough
again for a long, long time, you know? I m ean, he's not supsketch o f his place, as well as listing every known location of
posed to have any weapons, and . .. and I already called once,
his weapons. Dylan would get off work at 5:30pm: one hour
from now. It wasn't enough time for her to get to Dylan's
that's why we have the no contact order."
"How do you know if you'll survive this next time?
before the cops would. If only she could make it, h e might 110t
suspect that she was behind it all.
You know what, why don't I call?"
A fter school Christy waited at her mom's house while
·
At exactly 5:40pm the Vancouver Police pulled up into
Kelly made the call. The police arrived shortly around four
Dylan's driveway and were calling his name.
o'clock. They took her report and drove her across town to the
"Dylan Stewart, come out of tl1e house with your
hands
up.
This is the Police. We repeat, com e out of the house
Domestic Violence A dvocates office.
.
She was handed a sheet listing the twelve most comwith your hands up."
mon characteristics of an abuser attached to a clipboard. A
Anxiously waiting at her mom's house, Christy's phone
light went on in her head as she scanned the page of familiar
chimed Dylan's ring.
"Hey babe." O h, God, here we go.
attributes:
"Did you call tl1e cops again?"
Dual Personalities
"No, I didn't." "Kelly did."
Extreme Jealousy
Controlling and Possessive Behavior
"Well, they're outside my house, and they want me to
come out and I'm not going back to jail .. . I'm not going back."
E motional Dependency
He started threatening to kill himself, which meant nothing to
Poor Self-Esteem
Christy because she had heard it so many times before.
"I'm just a good for no thin' lowlife ... If you're leaving me, I
Geez! H e:r all these.
have nothing to live for." He continued his rant of self pity
until Christy could hear it no longer.
Unpredictability
"You know what, Dylan, if you're going to kill yourBlame
self, just do it. .. just do it or shut up."
Abusive History
Cruelty; Abusers may be cruel not only to you but to
Dylan held out until about an hour later when the
children and animals as well. They may be preoccupied with
police gave up.
82 Commons, 2009
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The next morning, Christy took D ylan's cousin along
with h er to make sure he was okay. The two split up and tried
knocking on the frol}t and back entrances.
Christy took the front and yelled out, "Come on,
Dylan!" Bang. Bang. Bang. "Come on, Dylan, open the .door!"
No answer. His talk of ending his life hung in the back of her
mind. He sent more suicide-threatening text messages throughout the night before. She was convinced his threats were
empty, until the last one gave her the feeling that he might have
gone though with it:
"Call me selfish call me weak.I dont give a ratz ass. U
dont feel my pain.Dont cry 4 me, I luv U.Find someone who
can take care of U like I could not."
Her suspicions drove her to call the police again, only
this time not for her own life - for D ylan's. The more the
police did nothing, the more she called, begging them to break
into his house.
"Vancouver Police, can I help you?"
''Yes, hi, this is Christy Hubler. My boyfriend, Dylan
Stewart, he's- you guys were at his house yes terday, he
wouldn't come out - but you need to break in and check on
him, he may have killed himself, please."
"Thank you, Ms. Hubler, we do have the report from
yesterday and we will be looking further into--"
"God dammit! You don't understand . .. just please
go over there now, I know he has a gun in the house and he's
threatened to kill himself."
The police never came.
The next day Christy came by herself, knocking on
D ylan's door.
Still no answer.
Whatever. I live h ere too, I'm going in there.
Determined to get inside she removed the screen from one of
the side windows and used all her weight to slide open the glass
pane. The window was locked, and behind the sheer green curtain panels she noticed a stack of two-by-four wooden planks
that had to have been nailed there from the inside.
A fter scrambling up and over a ten foot fence near

the carport, sh e found a screwdriver on the ground. Sh e used
it to break through a window in back with only a TV blocking
1t from the 1ns1de. Sh e pushed the TV down with her foot and
it crashed on the hardwood floor. A quick jump down and she
was ln.
The beer-soaked carpets and smoke-saturated walls
smelled like relief to her now that she was assured of finally
seemg Dylan. T he atmosphere was a trifle more dank than
usual. She glanced around to see if any fo od had been left out.
Not immediately spotting the source, she moved on.
"Dylan!" she called out, "Dylan!"
Still no answer.
As sh e glanced over at the front door, she was shocked
at the measures h e took to prevent anyone from getting to him.
Chains were criss-crossed over the door with large pieces of
wood and cinder blocks reinforcing a makeshift barricade. All
windows were nailed shut. It was eternal night inside his home.
In her head, Christy was sure Dylan wouldn't really kill himself. He should have been well over his emotional breakdown
at that point. She started up the stairs, and noticed a tiny note
on the second step. Before she read it she spotted Dylan's
face peeking around the corner from the top of the stairs. She
called up to him.
CGGeez babe, why didn't you answer the door?" She
began to see his face more clearly through the dark.
His eyes were closed and his head was slumped over
the rope that had choked him to death.
His body dangled in a squatting position as he hung
from the outside of their bedroom door. Christy's body was
petnfi ed 1ll horror. O nly her eyes were able to move; d1ey
scanned the rest of his body. Deep cuts and knife wounds
swarmed almost d1e entire surface of his skin.
Wailing and wridung with grief, she attempted to
approach hi s body for a final touch, to know this was really
happerung. But she was confronted with a presence so evil
that dread seized her bones. She watched as a familiar sh adow
suspended itself over Dylan's shoulders, as if it were trying
to occupy h1s now soulless corpse. T his shadow she had seen
before.
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When Christy moved in with Dylan she made the
acquaintance with this spirit as she walked into their room
upstairs to fold some laundry. She had frequent encounters
with demonic voices and hallucinations since becoming a meth
addict. They were easily dispelled by one fool-proof command:
"I rebuke you in the name of Jesus. You have no authority
here. I am covered by the blood of Jesus and you cannot touch
me!" Christy watched the demonic shadow float from the
closet to the bathroom, its presence leaden with fear. She began to command it to leave, but the fear was so intense she was
prevented from forming the name "Jesus" in her mouth. She
stood staring at the apparition and made a mental agreement
with it: Ok, you leave me alone, and I'll shut my mouth about
Jesus, deal?
The devil staring from behind Dylan's shoulder had
not kept its promise. Christy refused to make another move
toward Dylan's body.
Don't take another step ... just get out of here.
She scrambled back down the stairs and remembered
the note. She pulled it from her back pocket, only wishing to
have read it sooner:
Babe, please don't go upstairs, Love Dylan.
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KNOW SHADOW
Michael Tucker

I, your inverted selfThe converse of your mirrorBecome a gale to sail our ship;
Relent, and do not fear.
In my throat a howling wolf:
A creature of the midnight sky.
The moon, circumscribed in pale,
Dotes upon my widened eye.
I mount my pursuits with swift and ease
And what I want I take.
Unaffected by volcano's fire,
Unmoved by tornado's wake.
With a hero's pride I stand up tall,
With Caesar's confidence I boast.
Alone I am and will remainPerhaps I'm better as your ghost.
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PISOMOJADO
Michael Brockhaus

Nancy finished her presentation. And a fine presentation it was. She would have undoubtedly given hers much earlier but, regrettably, she was absent from Tuesday night's class.
It seemed that one of her many offspring had been ill earlier
in the week and she was forced to stay home and tend to him
or her or it. (Ok that was mean and uncalled for. Apparently
anxiety sometimes turns me into a jerk.) Prior to class she had
supplied our teacher a lengthy and very detailed explanation
for her no-show. From the look on his face it appeared that
the comprehensive justification was much more than what was
required. From the looks of it, she may have been concerned
that the participation component of her grade might be adversely affected by her absence.
"Any questions?" She finished up with a smile,
scanned tl1e faces of her fellow students, optimistically looking for someone to inquire about her impeccably prepared and
passionately presented research. And there was a pause. And
there were no takers.
"Thank you Nancy. That was very well done." Nancy
floated back to her seat on the cloud of approval she had just
received from the instructor. "Well, it looks like we are down
to our last presenter."
There was an extended pause . . .......... ... . . . .
Yeah, kind of like that. I think that the teacher was affording
me the opportunity to "volunteer" to deliver my presentation,
thus avoiding the slightly uncomfortable situation of him forcing me to do it.
"Maybe he won't notice me," I tl1ought to myself.
"Maybe if I don't move he will forget about me. Maybe he'll
just keep the class moving right along, you know, not skipping
a beat. Lots to do!" No such luck.
"Mr. Brock, why don't you come on up and dazzle us
with your presentation. It's now or never."
"Please please please let it be never" I pleaded to my
,_
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self. 'Never' seemed like such a good choice at the time.
my list of pros and the·n onto my cons and then I'm done."
Looking back on it, perhaps it was a bit of a red light.
Suddenly, I was back in tenth grade in the middle of
A flashing red so to speak. Someone who thought that he
my debate class. I was in a heated, and more importantly, a
really wanted to be a teacher yet was so scared silly to get up
graded debate about N icaragua. I was intending to say "peasin front of a group of relative strangers. (Not to be confused
ant farmer" but what came out was " feasant parmer." Not
with a group of strange relatives.) I suppose that I just hoped
good. Game over, done deal. Class dismissed amongst a din
that I would eventually be able to unshackle myself from the
of laughter and commotion. Hello C-.
ball and chain of my anxiety.
"And my sixth and final example of the success of
Anyway, back to the class. I arose from my chair
uniforms can be seen in private parts."
undoubtedly with some weak attempt at humor to veil my ob"Private parts? Private parts? What the hell is private
vious discomfort. The fourteen-step walk to the front of the
parts?" I asked myself frantically.
class seemed like an eternity. I may have tripped on the floor.
"I mean students in private schools not students' priTripping on just the floor is never a good sign.
vate parts."
Once at the front of the room with seventeen distinct
I had just said "private parts" again.
sets of eyes bearing down on me I began my report. Really
I stopped, fro zen in my words. My classmates were
simple actually. I had researched articles concerning the eflooking at me with a combination sympathy and worry. I noficacy of uniforms in public schools. The presentation was to
ticed m y textbook and notebook sitting on my desk top. I saw
b e a breeze consisting of a brief summary of my sources and a
my brand new book bag that was res ting on tl1.e floor beside
list of the six most important pros and cons that I had found.
my chair.
Finished up with the reguisite "anyone have any guestions"
"I could just leave" I thought for moment, " just walk
and then I would be able to return to my seat, safe, sound and
over and pick up my stuff and head out that door. Or b etter
unsoiled.
yet, I could just leave it all sitting there waiting for the next
"I did my research on uniforms and dress codes in
chump to come along. I certainly wouldn't be needing all that
public schools. The debate of course, is whether they are
crap any more. I would just tell everyone that I had tried but in
effective." So far it was going swimmingly. And then it hapthe end, or in tlus case the beginning, it was just not for me.
pened. It was if someone had flicked the switch and it all
I took a deep breath and tried to compose myself.
started: dry mouth, shooting heart rate, raging blood pressure,
Halfway through con number three I noticed that my hand
an inability to swallow. It felt like my tongue had suddenly
was inside my sweater rubbing, possibly soothing my stomach
doubled in its girth. I wondered if a yellow jacket had been
and chest. Weird! My list of cons would have to suddenly be
waiting inside my can of Coke and had stung me during my
truncated.
last sip. And then came the monumental sweating. I made the
I just stopped. Stopped the rubbing, stopped the stutmistake of lifting my eyes from my notes and peered helplessly
tering, stopped the agony.
out at my audience: my peers, the future educators of this
'~ nd that is pretty much it." I offered even though it
great nation of ours. I surveyed them all sitting buttressed by
was clearly the case that there was intended to be more. "Does
their extreme confidence and hubris. I examined each of the1t
anyone have any guestions?" I asked, knowing that no one
expressions as they smugly watched me slip deep er and deeper
would be cruel enough to keep me up there suffering any loninto my meltdown. I guickly glanced back at my notes and
ger. T hey were all undoubtedly thinking, " this guy's a mess."
vainly attempted to collect myself.
And then it happened. Just as I was about to make my
I tried to coach myself through it, "One more from
first step back to safety it happened. Casey, sitting right there
Published by CU 90
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in the front row raised his hand.
I just ever so slightly shook my head and said myself,
"what a dick."
With a conceited arrogance that rivaled Donald Trump
he said, ''Yeah, I've got a question." He paused for a moment
and slowly took a drink of his 100% organic Coffee People
coffee beverage. The sound of him sipping his now-tepid
beverage through the tiny little slit on the 'to go' lid seemed
almost deafening. I watched and waited. As the drink slowly
descended from his mouth I noticed the warning so graciously
printed on the brim of the cup, "caution: contents may be
hot." I surmised that it probably also offered that warning in
Spanish, "cuidado: J?iso mojado".
"Wait, that doesn't make any sense. I think 'piso'
means floor and I have absolutely no idea what 'mojado'
means." At that point, aside from the untimely realization
that my Spanish had gone down the crapper, I wished that the
warning read something like, "caution: contents are extremely
toxic." Again, no such luck.
I listened, I answered, and most importantly, I kept my
hand on the outside of my sweater. I then returned to my seat.
The seat located safely in the back of the classroom. The seat
that warmly welcomed me just as my mother had done after
I struggled through my first day of kindergarten. I shuffled
some papers, I restacked my books, and I carefully deposited my note cards into the outermost pocket of my brand
new shiny red book bag. All the while thinking, "One hurdle
cleared. Barely, but cleared nonetheless. There can't be more
than 10,000 to go."
And, "How the hell am I going to make it through
this?"
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COFFEETIME PT.II
.fermry Richards

on Today
sit 3girls (talking)
"like ...
like . . .
like .. ."
drinking
What-Ifs
breathing
in: Yesterdays
out: Tomorrows

out of to-go coffee cups.
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QUESTIONS
Cassandra Carver

It's yet another day that I've woken in a bed that I can't
seem to recognize. With things that weren't mine, and a face
that I couldn't put a name to. Quietly I search for my things
trying not to wake the nameless. The nameless with the shaggy
brown hair, scruffy face, sharp nose, high cheekbones, lips just
b egging to be kissed ...
Stop! Where are my clothes? The jeans are on tl1e
floor, a shoe under the bed.
The figure stirs and I freeze with fear. If he wakes will
he ask questions? Will he want more? I'd have to turn them
down, I have things to do, and I really could do without the
awkwardness. A snort, and he's back to sleep. Hurry now,
he mustn't catch you here. Where is that other shoe? A quick
glance around the room and there it is, peeking from b eneath
Mr. Nameless' pants, mocking, with its red face.
As I pick up his pants a wallet slips out. It's raggedy
old dung. The edges are awfully worn, it has definitely seen
some hard times. I bet his driver's license is in there ... I wonder.
No, I mustn't, back to tl1e shoe. Put it on and get out
as quickly as possible. Wondering gets you nowhere. It leads to
a series of pit falls and leaves you with nothing.
Left foot, right. O ut the door and down the hall,
through the living room and down the steps. It's so quiet, only
a few feet now and I'll b e home free. A voice from down the
hall halts my steps. Shit, he's woken.
Faster now! How many locks can one door have?
Come on, open, open ... YES! Now time to make my break.
Just as the door begins to open it stops. A hand prevents it
from moving. The hand has an arm, and the arm a b ody. He
must have bolted down the hall. Probably doesn't even have
any pants on. Resist. If I turn I'll have to answer ques tions, see
the face, and know the name. Just stay still, breathe.
"Where are you going? You're not sneaking away so
94
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easily tlus time."
This time? What is Nameless talking about? T his has
been tl1e only time. He's just trying to confuse me. Breathe
ignore him. You don't have to answer. He's shut the door ~ow
and locked the locks. Doesn't h e realize how long it took you '
to unlock them all? Of course not ... He asks questions. A
questlon asker, they have no concept of anything other than
questlons. Does he really expect me to answer? \'V'ell I'm going
home. No, I will not turn around. No, I don't have to listen to
you.
"Please, don't do this again."
,
Seriously I don't know what he is talking about, again.
I ve never seen h11n before in my life. Well if he wants to play
like that then I really must leave. Unlock the deadbolt first this
time, then the chain, and now tl1e door knob. His hand res ts
atop of mine.
"Please .. . Don't."
It would be better for him to just go back to tl1e room.
He's still behind me breatl1ing deeply. It sounds labored I wonder if he's okay ... No! Remember no wondering. Shake, off
his hand and open the door, don't turn and face nameless. It's
bright today. The sun sure knows how to shine. Come on feet
lets go. O ne step, two, you're almost tl1ere.
"Please ... "
I'm beginning to hate that word. His hand is on my
shoulder now. Why can't he let me go ?
"Please . . . I beg of you. I can't keep doing this."
Domg what? Asking ques tions? Demanding me to do
stuff? .Who is he to be like this? I have things to do and I don't
have time to exchange pleasantries with someone that I've only
known for a mght. I shrug his hand off and shoot down the
steps. The faster I move, the quicker I can get away. It's another
day and I have much to do before the night.
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NORTH UIST, HOSTA
Dustin Kunkel

I came amongst the cows on d1e way to Hosta beach,
Old maids and mothers and fresh yearlings sniffing
A t me,
Trying pieces of seaweed on ilie beach,
Spitting them out with grunts.
I said, "peace be with you, sister" to an
Especially large one with eyes dark as any girl's,
I thought of you, dad,
Wished for the day to come to walk these hills and heather
Willi a failier without purpose
And break through the wind coming
Over the hill's lee, see, the waves of Hosta
Fall in curls driven
By the veiled moon,
We will sit here in the ilirone rock
Looking West like Columba and feel
The burn press
Peaty waters into the pillowed waves, see!

Sharpener© 2008 Danielle Forster

Here on the edge of ilie world, ilie
Tattered edge crying
I find you weaving
New strands, see!
You have only to pull
This iliread and I'll
Come home.
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FORTUNATE DAUGHTER
Erika Doremus

"Some folks are born made to wave the flag,
ooh, they 're red, 1vhite and blue.
And 1vhen the band plays hail to the chief;
Ooh, they point the cannon atyou, lord . .. "
-Fortunate Son, Creedence Clearwater Revival

If I close my eyes and listen, really listen, I can feel the
familiar coolness of the garage on an early August evening. I
can distinctly remember the sounds of the tinny radio, a sweet
taste in my mouth, and the colorful splotches melting into the
palms of my hands. My gangly, five year old legs hang off the
edge of the work bench as I watch Dad meticulously organizing an assemblage of metal pieces. "What's that Daddy?" I ask
curiously.
"This is a revolver," he answers while opening a can
of pungent smelling, black goo that assaults my nose. After
dipping a long, circular brush into the can, he offers it to my
sticky fingers instructing me to feed it into the barrel, and then
twist it out.
I was getting the hang of cleaning the barrel, so I
moved onto the cylinders when he began, "Guns aren't toys
now; this is a tool Daddy uses for work. It protects us from
the bad guys." He continued on with his philosophical explanation. "They are more like wild animals. You need to know
how to handle them, but at the same time you must respect
their power." I silently listened, tracing the smooth contours
of the body. Learning to clean a .357 Smith & Wesson is one
of my earliest memories.
Fire arms are quite possibly the single most destructive invention in history. Leonardo Da Vinci is often credited
for inventing the first machine gun. Since then the Germans
carried them through the Arden in the Great War. They accompanied half a million baby boomers barraging their way
through soggy jungles, and they became instrumental when
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the Bloods and the Crips revived the art of tl1e urban drive-by
on the streets of L.A. Yet even with all of this mayhem and
carnage that they are responsible for, I never felt scared being
around them. Maybe this is because botl1 of the rriale figures
m my life always encouraged me to learn to use guns. I grew
up surrounded by law enforcement. My grandfather was a
deputy during the rebellious sixties. He had seen the Black
Panthers and d1ousands of hippies strung out on acid. My
father 1s offioally a detective, but our county is so rural that
h e often doubles as a deputy for most cases. Needless to say,
a gun to tl1em 1s like a calculator to a CPA. So why shouldn't
the1r little g1rl have a sub stantial knowledge of how to defend
herself? However, for me it is more than tlut. Yes, there is
something about them- a quiet, patient beauty, so capable of
complete anniliilatwn. And it fascinates me.

"Some folks are born si/J;er spoon in hand,
Lord don't thC)' help themselve.r?
But JPhen the taxman comes to the door,
Lon/, hou.re lookin' like a rummage sale. "
A car stereo played as I perched mys elf on a nearby
wooden fence. Agam I was tagging along with tl1e cadets,
tlus tlme at their state level shooting competition. The Kitsap
County cadets are h1gh school students that take part in the
nat1onw1de Explorer Program. This program teaches them job
skills, and g1ves them experience in the field of law enforcement. My dad is Post #15 14's chief coordinator. The group
was unpacking the1r gear and suiting up for the first event.
"Stephanie, will you call Jackie again? It is fifteen after
and she is still not here," my dad huffed. "All participants for
the statwnary firing course report to range three!" a south ern
accent announced over tl1e intercom.
"Looks like Jackie is a no-show," Officer Anderson
another advisor, deduced.
'
"Great, I am going to seriously reprimand that girl!
In the meanume who is going to fill in for her during the first
event?" Dad wondered. Officer Anderson eyed me; "I've got
an idea," he said smugly.
,_
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started to fall again, blanketing the ground outside. So much
"No! Erika is not a cadet, she cannot compete,"
for my afternoon of shoveling, I thought. The leather groaned
"Oh come on Phil. She's taller than half of the female
as I settled down for an uneventful evening. I was unusually
cadets here. Just give her a uniform ... "
content.
"I don't know about this."
The very next moment I was startled by the ring of
Suddenly thrilled by the prospect of getting to comthe landline. Hmm, the caller ID says it's Mom, she is probpete alongside the big kids, I jumped off the fence and shouted
ably dymg to tell me about the gorgeous executive that came
"Of course I can do it!" My dad shook his h ead while he
in the office today. Or she is calling to brag about how she
fished an extra uniform out of the van.
simultaneously managed to paint her nails, get on h er nylons
Not ten minutes later I was being strapped into a buland eat breakfast while driving to work this morning. That is
letproof vest, safety goggles, and ear protection. "Remember
my mother: life of the party, and unconventional in every way.
right foot forward in power stance, left hand cradling the butt,
"Hey Mom"
aim lower because-"
"Erika-" her voice broke. I instantly knew that voice.
"Dad," I cut him off, "I know."
Something was very wrong.
"Kitsap, you're up,"
"What happened?" I demanded. She did not answer
Anderson handed me the loaded .357 and I stepped
right away, but I could hear the labor in her breath.
up to the window, scanning the targets: a row of three metal
"H e's -- 11e 's ch eaung
. on me."
plates, easy enough; two more wooden silhouettes, staggered,
"Mom BREATHE! Stay calm, I will be there as soon
but plenty wide; the final target lay half hidden behind a masas possible."
sive oak, the trick would be to not hit the tree. "Set, aim, fire!"
. Facing the window I realized what I had just promised.
the official called. Ping, ping, ping, the plates resonated when
How m the world was I going to drive the five, snow packed
struck by the round. As the gun kicked back I felt a sense of
miles to her house? "Ben," I called out. He heard the urgency
complete euphoria. "Damn!" I hit the first wooden target a litm my tone and shuffled down the hallway. "Andreas is cheattle high. Adrenaline was pulsing through my veins, but it only
ing on Mom. I don't know what is going to happen, but I have
made me more focused. Thud, I hit the second target dead
to get over there now. Will you tell Dad what is going on when
on. I shifted towards the tree, mean and determined. POW,
he gets home?" H is brow turned downward, and his dark blue
the last silhouette went like the French Revolution. "Sharpeyes looked scared.
est shootin' twelve-year-old I've ever seen," Officer Anderson
"Ugh, yeah," he stammered. Both of us knew that
whispered to our group.
tlus was jeopardous. Mom's latest boyfriend is a recovered
alcoholic. He might have lost the sauce, but he still has the
"Some folks inherit star spangled eyes.
raging temper.
Ooh, they're sendingyou down to war.
.
T he roads to Mom's house were completely iced over,
And when you've asked them hmv much should zve give?
so 1t was slow going. Twenty minutes had gone by since the
Ooh, they on!J cmnver more, more, more."
alarmmg phone call. Oh God, what if he gets there before I
do? In another five minutes my car makes it to the end of our
I hummed a familiar tune to myself while I waited for
cul-de-sac. She was there, at the door, waiting for me with the
the kettle to whistle. It had snowed so heavily the past few
most tormented expression on her face. "Mom, I'm here. It's
days ; very uncharacteristic for December in western Washingokay now." Anotl1er large sob bubbled from her throat and
ton. I had spent the entire day shoveling a path to the street,
she collapsed into my arms.
and my arms already ached with building lactic acid. Snow
101
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After she quieted I was able to maneuver her to the
kitchen. The counter was strewn with crumpled pieces of
paper. I picked one of them up and noticed it was an email
from Andreas; however I did not recognize the receiving address. "Hey Kitten, let's make this spontaneous. I don't want
any schedules. Just meet me at that motel in Shelton we talked
about," my eyes bugged, this was so blatantly obvious. Another one read "Thursday night on the boat was hot. What other
positions do you want to try?" It only got moregraphic .. .
"You are kicking this vile man to the curb tonight!" I
screamed.
"What are we going to do when he gets angry?" Mom
asked, mirroring Ben's fear.
"We are going to get ready." I instantly went into a
phlegmatic, focused mode, cataloguing all of the risks this
would pose. I left my mom at the kitchen counter to race up
to the master bedroom. Underneath the bed was a metal case.
This was Andrea's .44 caliber hand gun. Next I went to the
closet. Buried under numerous disheveled stacks of jeans was
the shot gun- loaded and unlocked of course. Andreas was
not very original when it came to hiding his things. Once he
moved in I had made a point to search the entire house looking
for paraphernalia like this. Two down, one to find. Across the
hall in the office there was a seven drawer, solid cherry dresser.
Second drawer, under the socks .. .shit, not there. He must
have taken the .32 caliber pistol with him today. As I stood on
the staircase landing I ran through my options. Scenario one:
he will leave it in the truck, giving me enough time to sprint
out there to get it before he understands what is going on.
This leaves my mom alone and unprotected, but at least I can
make sure he is not armed. Scenario two: he comes into the
house with it concealed. Scenario one was looking a lot better.
In any case I was not going to be left vulnerable. I ran back to
the bedroom, collecting the shot gun, and the .44. First clicking the safety on, I hid the shot gun in Ben's closet down the
hall. Then I shoved the .44 in my jacket pocket. Remaining
in my one-track mind set I went down stairs to calm my mom.
We could only sit and wait.
Around seven o'clock heavy footsteps sounded on the
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porch.
"Oh God, oh God, he's here," my mom was hysterical. We could hear the door open and the heavy footsteps
continued down the hall. Finally he appeared from around the
corner. He was completely unaware of tl1e situation, until I
gave him my death glare.
"What is going on?" he roared at my mother.
"Are you cheating on me?"
"No, I would never do that."
"Then what are these?" my mom started to sob again
as she shoved a pile of crumbled emails into his hands.
"It was a joke-"
"Like hell it was, you bastard!" she screeched at his
lame excuse.
This was it. Those were the words that triggered his
temper. His right hand twitched, and his face filled with red.
Knowing what he was about to do, I sprang in between he and
my mom, just as his elbow cocked back behind his ear.
"Outside, NOW!" I commanded.
"You little bitch! This is all your fault. You are framing
me. Where are my guns? I want my guns!" he screamed in my
face . Entirely composed I told him that he was not going to
get his guns, and that he had better get outside. At least with
him outside I could separate him from my mom as I tried to
get him to leave.
"You should know better than to cross me. I have
connections down in Portland. You had better watch your
back," he continued screaming profanities at me while digging
out chains from the bed of his truck. I clutched the gun in
my pocket and drew it intently. I could get him right now. He
had his back to me. All of the horrible things tl1at he did to
my mom, my brotl1er, and I were flooding through my head.
I could end this; I could end him, forever. In the middle of
my deliberation he turned around and noticed his gun at my
right side. I still had an unequivocally clear shot. For the first
time all night there was only unbroken, cold silence. I raised
my arms, and aimed the gun at his chest. We stared, without
losing eye contact, for a mind numbing thirty seconds. I spoke
while still aiming, "I suggest that you stop threatening me. Get
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in the truck, and leave," my words were callous. Slowly, his
palms turned towards me, communicating that h e understood
that I was in control. He then back peddled into the cab and
revved the ignition. His tires slipped, but he made it out of the

MY MUSIC
Patti Roshau

driveway.

My music enjoys my ears listening

It aint me, it aint me, I aint no senators son, son.
It aint me, it (lint me; I (lint no fortun(!te one.
Unconsciously I dropped the gun in the deep snow,
and reached for my cell phone upon hearing my Dad's ring
tone. "Erika, are you okay?" his vexed voice demanded.
"Fine, Dad."
"I called 911. Bockley and McVey are on their way.
My mind still numb, I stood there in the empty driveway, listening to the safe sounds of the sirens getting closer

I create my notes
Out of emotional depths
I conform my melody without:
My particular
Your particular
Particular's particular

and closer.

I fall under no hole of uniformity
My music comes with this
As it goes with you
I do not see my music becoming true until it:
Has form
Has randomness
Has tract
Has wonder
My music is poetry
To my ears and to my body
For they are unique within my individuality
My music is my reality
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WHEN SKIES ARE GRAY
Daniel Mershon

The skies were gray on May 2, 1998. Not just gray,
dark gray: completely overcast and not a hint of sun shining
through. It wasn't raining yet. I was outside shooting hoops
with my father. He heard the phone ring and went inside
to answer it. I kept shooting and the ball went through the
basket more often than one would expect for a nine year old.
I retrieved the ball from under the hoop and dribbled it back.
My father walked out, and the look on his face was anything
but good. It was a sorrowful look, not only because of the
loss, but guilty because he was bearing the horrendous news.
We stared at each other for a moment. A tear rolled down his
cheek . . . "Micheal just died."
He knelt down and I ran into his arms. Tears
were drowning my eyelids. I wasn't bawling, I wasn't
hyperventilating, I was simply crying. I was crying because
when my father uttered those words, I remembered all of the
times that Micheal and I had fought. We apologized but neither
of us meant it. They were apologies forced by our parents
who just want resolution. I was crying because we never would
make up for it, and because we would never fight again. My
tears were supposed to be a catharsis, but they made me gneve
more than ever.
Micheal and I heard the sound of the ice cream truck coming.
LJ;7e had been planning this all UJeek: the moment he passed our house
we zvou!d run to the gate and moon him. The obese ice cream man drove
around the corner to see our buck-naked rear ends. We 1-vere laughing at
our brilliant idea, but his on!J respome 1-vas: "Niine ~ bigger than yours!"
We drove to my mother's house where Micheal had
died. My mom greeted us with tissues in her hands. I wanted
to see him so she led me into the bedroom where he lay. He
rested serenely on the bed where my Mother had moved him.
His skin was milky white and his veins were overly visible. I
couldn't bear the sight and I ran out of the room.
I didn't want to cry, but I couldn't help it. I missed
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Micheal, and we all would, but crying wasn't going to help
us and it definitely wouldn't have brought him back. Micheal
would miss us too, but he wasn't crying. He wasn't crying when
he passed away either. He just closed his eyes and slipped away.
I kept reminding myself that Micheal was in a better place. Of
course we would miss him, but he's not suffering anymore;
we should be happy for him. He had been bed ridden for
six months- not just six months, but six months out of 86:
roughly one fourteenth of his life. And in the last few months
he couldn't even talk or lift a finger. All he could do was sit
there while the cancer suffocated his brain. But now he is
probably flying and running through heavenly fields.
Micheal had to go in for Chemotherapy ever dqy for }})hat seemed
like an incredib!J long time. One dqy I JJJas 1vatching the screen in the
room adjacent to the radiation room. 1Vly father, zJJ/10 2vas in the other
room, .rlid hir finger up hi.r cheek giving the impression that he zva.r picking
his no.re. Niicheol thought it Jva.r Jimt1)~ and 1vanting to be fmmy like our
Dacl, he .rtared .rtraight into the camem cmd .rtuck hzs index finger into his
170St!7l
At the funeral I felt fine, but confused. People were
dressed in black. Why couldn't they wear normal color clothes,
something more vibrant? Black was the color of death, and
we didn't have a funeral because he died, we had one because
he lived. We all knew he was dead and I for one didn't want
to be reminded of it. I saw people that I didn't even know,
or who barely knew us, and they were crying their eyes out. I
kept asking my Mom why everyone was crying. She just looked
at me as if she was trying to hold back her own tears. Were
these people who barely knew us crying because of this tragic
incident, or were they merely crying because they felt sorry
for us? Everyone kept hugging me; people I barely knew. "I'm
sorry for your loss" they would say. But why areyou sorry? You
shou/dn 't be bemu.re its obJ;iou.r!J 110t)'OUrfault.
Many people spoke at the service, and each one
brought back memories. There was an F-15 pilot that my Dad
worked with. He let Micheal and I taxi out in one of the jets.
This was when Micheal could still walk When he realized he
was unable to walk he just sat down. "Don't worry Mom; I'll
just learn to walk again later." We couldn't let Micheal know
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that he was dying, but deep inside he probably did know. His
optimistic attitude often left my mother running ou t of the
room in tears because she knew the unfortunate truth; he
wouldn't walk again, and he wasn't going to get better.
The lVIake-A-Wish Foundation JJJcmted to help Micheal. His
first zvzsh 1vas to meet his biggest hero, Shaquille 0 Neal, so thry sent us
dmJJn to a basketball game in Los Angeles tvhere he could meetShaq.
lVJicheal 1vas so dzstmcted ly actuai!J seeing Shaq that he didn't realize
the autograph S haq left on his basketball card. Micheal~ second ]}Jas for a
Nintendo 64. I imagined hmv miserable he must've beerz 2vhen he couldn't
zvalk. To make my brother~ last je1v months more mjqyable I zvithdrew
all the monry I had been saving since birth (with JJry lVIom ~permission of
cour.re),- mon!J)' from chores, zvashing cars, birthday gifts, etc. and I bought
him the N64 he wanted. I 1vas complete!J broke, but it zvas the best $300
I ever spent.
After a few guests spoke there was a lady who was
going to sing. When she started to sing I noticed her beautiful
voice, as did everyone else. "You are JJry sunshine JJry on!J sunshine."
A t that moment I came to my realization. I remembered all
of the good times I sp ent with Micheal. I remember my Mom
singing that song to us wh en we were younger. Sh e used to sing
it before we went to bed. Her voice was b eautiful too b ecause
she was singing it to us- for us. I looked up at her and we
were b oth starting to cry. '%u make my happy when skies are gray.
You71 never know dear hmv much I love you." Micheal was happy no
matter what. Even when h e couldn't walk he was optimistic.
He never realized how much we loved him, but I didn't realize
it either. The memories kept flashing through my head. So
many good memories, and that's all I have left. T here won't be
any new memories made. My head was buried in my Mom and
we were crying harder than we ever had before. '~oplease don't
take my sunshine azvc!J." I could still picture my Mom singing that
song. But her sunshine had been taken away. The sky was gray,
and her son wasn't coming b ack.
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TOM AND THE BULL
DHstin KN11kel

I saw Tom go off at
A lope into the woods.
T he woods near the
Bottom of the hill, where
The river fl owed.
He crossed the footbridge and went into the field across the
way
Where the bull grazed-the sign said, " beware:
T he bull is loose!"
He was gone a long
Time, and we sat
Waiting in the rain and
Wind,
And when he
Returned h e was
Shaking his head and
Smiling.
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GREY SCALE
Kristine Pugslry
I should have been c1 pair of ragged clmvs scuttling across the floors of silent seas. Better then, to live or die alone than feel the breath of
warmth against my skin or hear another empty useless word.

Aames in the fireplace and tea in a violet cozy. A bed res ts in
the back room with pale green sheets and pillows to sink into,
slippers in two sizes by the cedar chest at the foot and one
carelessly tossed bathrobe always on the right side.
Bare in the cold iron streets, I lean my forehead against the
cherry-smiling wood and pray that it will open for me again.

Men have fought before over love and love lost and nothing
comes to it but ashes.
Hitherto I find myself blessedly abandoned, left to pace a
maze of grey mountains; the city rises above me into clouds,
into the sunlight, into heaven. I am prostate before my own
soul and feel rain weep against my face.
Wellington boots fill with water and frog spawn.

A gutter overflows.
The silent roar of torn thunderheads, a change of pressure and
the lifting of hair off my forehead .. . these are the representatives of a coming storm. Earth removed from earth: nature
takes a whole new meaning in the stained city. Everything reeks
of grey, as though the looming, lingering haze has settled like
fine dust upon every surface.
Before me, the brass doorknocker glistens, its snarling lion's
face mocking and still. Rain peels slowly down the royal nose
b efore falling to the pavement, one more drop among millions .. .
A red painted door, slick from the humidity.
The swoosh-drizzle of a disturbed puddle, flung hither and
thither by a silver automobile.
Inside, a sanctuary of toasted air and vibrant color, plush rugs,
110
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ODE TO THE COLOR BLUE
Maria Rizk
Ah Blue
There are many things that involve the color blue
Blue skies, blue pens, bleu cheese.
You can feel blue or say something out of the blue;
You can sing the blues or listen to blue grass music;
You can have blue eyes that sparkle like sapphires.
There are many shades of blue,
Cobalt
Cerulean
Robin's egg
Sky blue
Navy
Blue green
Blue violet
Royal blue.
Each shade is just as important as the next.
You can wear blue jeans while eating bleu cheese dip with blue
corn chips.
Without blue, there would be no purple,
Or green.
You wouldn't have blue jays, or beautiful lakes.
Notebook paper wouldn't be the same,
Neither would rainbows,
Neither would yogurt cups, pop tarts, Airheads, Slurpees, the
sky, water.
Ah Blue.
The world would lose so much without the color blue.

Stoa © 2008 Becca Houser

Dedicated to l\1iss. Lauren Sippy

11 2
http://commons.cu-portland.edu/promethean/vol17/iss1/1

,_

113

58

Department: The Promethean, Contents May Be Hot (2008-2009)
subway. All of tl1em fitting togeilier like a mosaic on tl1e busy
EXILE
street. Momentarily, my train of thought meditates on a familiar voice that always announces the subway stops. I imagine
!11dtt 5 ha11mttgam
that voice belonging to a petite, yo ung soft-spoken and probably Filipino woman. Striding off tl1e subway I walk toward s
Tossing closer to Peter's embrace, I allow him to gently
the market. My arm tucks my purse closer to my body. I always
run his fingers through my hair. His sky blue eyes and provocahear tales of pick pocketing. How the hell can a person rip a
tive pupils together form an awkward gaze. I tell him about a
wallet right out of a purse or back pocket, especially without
dream. "I saw a tall tower. The first rock on top falls slowly,
the victim or passerby noticing? That's an art. Peter tells me
and then very quickly the whole thing crashes, making a loud
that I can never be too careful since they usually target foreignnoise." I pause. I watch those eyes pierce right through me.
ers.
"That's all." His fingers trace my chin. ''And nothing
The smog of humidity hugs, always leaving a clammy
else happened."
residue of swea t. Not too far away a petite Malay girl, barely
"I only remember the tower. It was so vivid."
of the legal working age starts to operate the register while
"Baby, do you believe in dream interpretation?" His
conversing in an unfamiliar language to a stout woman behind
cold hand reaches down to cup one of my breasts. Flinching, I
the counter. Intricately designed perfume bottles of varying
let him.
voluptuous shapes line up tl1e tables like displays of art. Turn"Nah--"
ing to me she asks, "Good afternoon, may I help you with
"Neither do I." His gazepossessively consumes my
anything?"
body. Darting closer, he plants a kiss on my neck. The distinc"No thank you. I'm just looking."
tive smell of cologne mixed witl1 male sweat penetrates me. An
My thoughts momentarily drift. An aroma of unusual
itchy glue-like sensation spreads on my eyes and lashes - the
spices greets olfactory senses. Some names are still hard to
residue of mascara worn overnight. I must pick up my expenpronounce. I can never forget the distinct wafting smells of cosive dress lying crumpled on the floor before it wrinkles.
conut oil, spices, vegetables and other mixtures associated with
Oh, 2 pm a!rearfy! After brushing my teeili and a minute retouch,
tl1e vendors of lStl1 street.
I grab a dress iliat's closest to hand's reach.
Spices aren't my priority at this time. I head straight
"Honey, where are you going?"
to the closest National Bank. I have not told Peter about this.
"The market. They close early on Saturdays."
While waiting, I wonder- How long can I keep this from him?
"You went shopping iliree days ago."
Two years ago, as Nani lay on her deathbed she came up witl1
While fixing ilie side-tie of ilie dres s, I explain, "I know but I
the thought of giving away her remaining retirement savings
forgot turmeric."
to her adult grandchildren. As sh e passes from tlus world to
''What?" he mutters.
heaven, she wants that to be a sign ushering prosperity for us.
"Turmeric. I can't make chicken curry wiiliout it."
She always hopes all of us would grow up to be good Indian
"Uh ... okay."
boys and girls. There are twelve of us. Nani decided to give her
"The market closes early. And then I'm catching up
two single granddaughters a bigger portion. According to her
wiili E mi. I haven't seen her in ages." A perfect last-minute lie.
rationale, "Nina just finished college and needs to start out and
He buys it.
Rita is struggling to pay her bills. They need it more ilian othI dodge past groups of teenagers in jeans, elderly
ers." The otl1ers have made their mark.
women, couples holding hands among a crowd to find tl1e next
After a year of grandma's blessing, my parents start
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thinking about marriage. Mama jokingly nags, "You nuh, you
coins and beads around her neck catch my attention. I recogcannot go on this like forever, nuh. You go find a good boy
nize one of the coins shaped like a hexagon, with an image of
and settle down ."
a huge pitcher of water from an unknown country.
Sometl1ing interrupts my train of tl1ought. "Excuse
Observing her closely, "What brings you here?"
me, Ms. N ina Nair. It's a surprise you are here," a voice of an
"It's a perfect escape for a wanderer, a stranger, a
elderly woman calls out. I freeze. That can't b e Beulah aunty
voice from this urban jungle." She declares in a soft, eerie yet
- my own eccentric relative supp osed to be in Bombay. Not a
calm voice. In a meditative glance, her hazel eyes almost faded
bloody chance. I turn. Huh! A short, stubby white woman in a
with age pry deep into m y soul, searching innermost hidd en
tl1oughts.
long green peasant skirt and eariliy brown tunic with ilie most
placid expression face s me. She didn't say that .. .with flawless
Indeed, this is an urban jungle of car horns, tall
pronunciation and accent.
skyscrapers, crowds of people of all types and sorts, several
T he strange woman's first words say, "Do you speak
places. All togetl1er tl1ese elements engulf, making a p erson lost
Hindi?"
among its vicious wilderness. D oe.r thi.r .rtranger among the u;i/dernes.r ha;;e anything ?Ja!ttable to .fq)'?
"Well ... yes, but not very good. I. .. uh . .. not very fluent." Grr! I switch back to English. "No, I don't speak Hindi."
"Well, child, you remind me of m y young days. I was
"Sorry, I thought you might." She too switches to
bold and adventurous. I left home to find myself. I was a real
E nglish.
hippie, not those fake, college typ e hippies."
"So, you 're a real hippie?"
"I understand a little." Supposed!J, JJ'(J first language. "You
seem to speak it well." Actuai!J, very J.ve/1. "May I ask you, h ave
"Well, yeah. I lived out of a backpack and tent. My
we met?"
two friends and I left for India. Being young we wanted a
I notice her long, silvery hair streaming down towards
romanticized, ideal life of freedom and tl1rill. Those days are
over. I can tell you stories ... "
her waist. Her neck carries a necklace o f oversized beads and
coins of various countries poorly strung togeilier.
Intrigue creeps. How often does anyone run into
"There's no reason to be afraid, child. In case you're
someon e like this? From my adolescent days, I remember
wondering, I learned Hindi years ago, when I lived in Bombay.
stories my parents told about foreigners back in tl1e day. A parI spent fifteen years iliere."
ticular piece from memory's bank resurfaces. I remember being
Is sh e Australian? Her accent is definitely not Ameritllliteen and sitting against tl1e kitchen table witl1 my brother.
can, E nglish or any of the oilier accents I've heard at the InterWhile eating pastries we listened to Ma's tales of her days.
national School. Emma Baker, an Australian colleague comes
***
to mind. Does iliis strange lady sound like Emma?
Willie in college, Ma worked her evenings helping
"Bombay, that's my birthplace."
Grandpa run the post office. Since G randpa couldn't speak
The woman continues. "That's splendid. I must say
Engli sh, Ma usually assisted foreign customers. This was a
your accent. Where are you from?"
tiny secluded town almost brushing tl1e Southern-most tip of
"Originally from Bombay but lived in America for
country before plunging into the Indian Ocean. A reser ved
many years and now here," I speak dropping each word awkcommuni ty folded in this backdrop started seeing light-haired
foreigners for tl1e first time.
wardly.
"Where are you from?" I manage to ask.
"Did Indian.r hateJoreignen?"
"I thought I heard some American from you. I'm Aus"Not really. People generally liked them. Some p eople
sie but mostly lived in California. I'm a world traveler." The
couldn't help but wonder why any. \Vesterner would be
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fascinated with our poor, third world country? Corrupt, useless
***
idiot politicians ran our country. Those morons made life misConsidering Father's origins in a bad-water
..
village,
erable for an average Indian. Imagine all the social problems,
only by a narrow opportunistic chance my father enters colcrime, poverty, and no law and order, all together in one place.
lege, where he met Ma. Her parents frowned on the courtAmong all of this, some hippies show up expecting what ... a
ship. His low caste and borderline illiterate in-laws will not be
land of paradise?"
a match forMa - educated in the best private schools and to
'1Vhat 1.vere the hippies like?"
be a successful, modern daughter. Grandma doubts him as a
"Oh, tho se hippies. Lord, bless their souls. Such odd
gold digger preying on succes sful women. Would he ask for a
but interesting people. They came in expecting a land of mystilarge dowry? He dare not or we'd have him killed instantly as
cism, just because three major world religions originated there.
if swatting a pesky mosquito. It's easy for us to pay a bribe and
They thought we would be very spiritual people. I guess we are
get a gunman, or gang of tlmgs.
in some ways. Reality-wise, the common person had too much
Grandma's suspicions dispel when she hears about
to worry about such as paying bills and keeping his job rather
Dad landing a position in a prestigious company. Hearing many
than seeking spiritual paths. Did those hippies expect a land of
favorable words about him she agrees and blesses tl1eir marmilk and honey?
riage. In no time, he reaches the top of the company and then
"The hippies I ran into were nice, friendly, and excited
gets a chance to come to America to settle in the suburbs of
E dison, NJ.
about everything. Naturally, people welcome that. Then again,
some can't help but laugh at some of the things they did such
Growing up, Father always bragged about his backas not taking baths. They .wore one outfit till it gets too dirty
ground and working his way up to success, telling us "You girls
or worn out. Then, they buy another, usually the cheapest they
have no idea about poverty." I listen while painting my nails a
can get. They never cut their hair or shaved, had strange tatPlumeria shade. "You don't unders tand tl1e small chance. Aye,
toos and what not. Some villagers with no idea about the West
why is this tea not strong enough?" Reaching for another tea
start thinking that all Americans never bathe. Hippies were the
bag, he continues to emphasize the difficulties of admission
butt of many jokes."
to a college in India. Every time I hear similar tales from older
people it seems as though a camel passing tl1rough a needle.
***
My eyes focus on the space between a coin and an
Not just that. It's like catching a last boat; if you miss it you
irregular shaped bead against her pale neck. I wonder if this
are stranded, and staring off to the sea of future, only imaginwoman one of those hippies?
ing what could happen. If he couldn't pass college, he couldn't
''Young lady, you may think I'm a random stranger but
get an impressive career to impress Ma's parents. His words
our encounter is more than a coincidence."
resonate: "My parents would have set me up with some girl
"And why is that?" I'm almost amused.
from a nearby village. We would never be here. Understand?"
"I have insight into your life. You have been given so
He wants to continue to hold me from flying out of America
much into your life not out of chance by some divine grace.
by myself. Ideally, at least right after college he prefers tlut I
stayed within tl1e borders.
There's alignment that cannot happen without supernatural intervention." Hairs start to stand on my end. It's true. B y a slim
Ma remarks "You nub, people from around tl1e world
chance, I'm living the dream life of teaching in a posh Interna- ·
come to America for opportunities, while you can't wait to
tional School.
jump on a plane to tl1e Eas t. What are you looking for, anyway?"
"I see. I suppose you are a fortune-teller. I'm not interested."
Oh, heat;ens.
"Well, there's exciting nothing here. I want an
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adventure." At that time, I didn't want to admit that I desire
"Towers toppling symbolize drastic change. A type of
change from mediocrity.
change tl1at's destructive yet renewing. The old must die. Why?
"Exciting? Aye, what n onsense!" Ma shakes her h ead.
Because tl1at's how you gain to live abundantly. If you desire
"Why can't you settle h ere? There are good schools here."
the substance of tl1ings hoped for, one must first 'die to self' .
A week later, Ma casually mentions marriage, which
Sometimes, dUngs happen that you don't unders tand especomes right after graduation and a career. "You must also start
cially in relationship s. Think of a vine, in order to be grafted
thinking about marriage. You're at tl1e right age. It's good for a
toge tl1er to another, certain parts will be trimmed and redone.
woman to be choosy but you don't even seem interested at all.
Life can be like that." I stare at h er. What on earth is .rhe blabbering
You turn every guy down. How else will you find your suitable
about? This is ridiculous.
boy?"
"Who are you and how do you know my name?"
I cringe and take anotl1er sip of tea. "I haven't clicked
"Oh, how rude of me. I'm Evelyn. I recognize you
witl1 anyone." .
because your current state reminds me of myself."
"Others asked about you, at Anita's engagement party.
I cannot see h er anymore as a psychic iliat makes a
Arranged marriage, uh, we're not strict on tradition, you nuh.
living from gullible people. I'm intrigued. Can she really have
some gift?
I'm fully fine with you dating. O r, are you taking time off relationship s? No tl1i.ng wrong wiili iliat."
"Like you, I once desired fulfillment iliat I couldn't reI nod. Alas, career success is like a second skin. I never
ally describe. I like anyone witl1 an adventurous spirit. Explorunderstand love. It's a contraption like a tight dress about two
ing and taking hold of ilie world. You're no t afraid to venture
sizes smaller that wrap s ilie body possessively, restricting moveand settle in foreign lands. And yet, you fear going anywh ere
near love."
ment and ill-fitting for my type.
I end up departing from ilie US mo stly because of
She's describing my tightly clenched heart remains
E mily from Trenton. She connects me to her old friend, a
afraid to grasp love. Love is a mysterious force too high for
guidance counselor of iliat prestigious Singaporean boarding
my reach and beyond mind's comprehension. Where does it
school. G ood pay and reputation is hard to come by. It will
manifest? Three years ago, I remember the night at the Circa
be foolish to not take hold of opportunity's hand extended
club for a party. Among ilieir circles of friends, colleagues and
towards me. And it's an international school too.
whom else, I meet Peter. A gentle set of blue eyes matched
with a smooth tone monopolizes my attention. I'm drawn. His
***
Staring back at ilie hippie woman, I hold my ground,
impressive knowledge about traveling, art and wine intrigues.
"I don't have change and I'm not interested in a fortune. "
Peter appears into my life like a vivid dream waltzing into the
She smiles mysteriously. "I'm n o t after your money. I'm not
dark realm of sleep. In a year, we exchange our wedding vows.
a fortune-teller. Fortune-tellers tell ilie future. I'm ratl1er a
"What about love?" I demand an explanation. My
forth-teller. A forth-teller alerts you of what's going on at ilie
pulse squirms. Spiritual gifts don't exist.
moment in the inner soul. The human condition is at unrest,
"There's resistance. Freedom of experiencing love
morbid and disastrous, with ilie potential to des troy itself."
sits close to yo ur heart. A h eart iliat is too hardened refuses
She reaches into a pocket and pulls out a card. An animated
to open the door to second chances. Passion then becomes
picture of a toppling tower fla shes back to me. It looks like
ano ilier superficial accessory ratl1er tl1an a consuming fire tl1at
unites."
Rapunzel's tower of an illustrated fair ytale book. Chills run
down my spine as I remember telling Peter about ilie dream .
Drifting to the late hour of yesterday, on entering tl1e
"Does ilie card have a meaning of any sort?"
house, Peter was tes no time. Witl1out saying a word h e righ t
120
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"You know what. I h ad enough. I must be on my way."
away covers my mouth with kisses. Next moment, he cradles
"Ha, you simply cannot handl e the trutl1. When will
me in his arms as he carries me up stairs. I allow him without
you
ever
stop being so pretentious?"
resistance. Pleasure for the carnal sake is easy to take. T here's
Walking away disgusted, I curse myself for paying
no unity or consummation. I fear indulging the fire of pasattention to her. Ridiculous! I cannot allow a strange, fortunesion, for it can leave me scalded. Sex is nothing. Heck, if innate
teller, for tl1 teller or whatever she calls herself to convict me.
desires were to overtake rationalities, I can have a one-night
Consulting my watch, I can make it to Jolly's Tea and Coffee.
stand with a handsome stranger. True intimacy invades without
Inside
the cafe, Rahul Phillips greets me with a hug and quick
regard.
kiss
on
my lips. Holding me tightly, he says, "Hello beautiThe hippie doesn't stop. "Just look at you. Your
you hungry? I'll get it for you." After sitting down, he
ful,
Are
clothing. No, I don't mean your physical clothing. Let's take
wraps his arm around me. I want him to release me. What if a
make-up. Where was I going with this? Oh, ever seen some
familiar face sees us? Each minute drags on. I want to end iliis
women with thick make-up. Make-up should accentuate natural
session.
This will be our last encounter. Bit by bit, I spill m y
features not hide them b ehind a mask .. ."
intentions. H e blanldy stares back puzzled.
U;7hat is she going 011 about?
"I can't do this anymore. We sh ouldn't."
"Of course, yours looks nice and well done, like you
"You
don't love Peter. D idn't you feel the soul connecjust walked off a cosmetics counter of a store. Everything
tion with me?" Rahul reaches for my hand across tl1e table.
looks great at the surface. There's such a deception from you.
"No. I never believed in soul connections."
Such an excellent deception is a thick mask over your true
"Let's talk about this. Come to my place sometime."
self."
"Rahul, there isn't anytl1.ing to talk about. It's over.
"That's very deep. Sounds nice but what does that
Sorry."
have to do with me?" In reality, I must walk away with the
Leaving the cafe, it will be ideal if he disappears. Let
coldest look of disapproval. T his scenario is comparable to
him
slide
away from my life as tl1ough a dream passes away
watching a lame, low budget, thriller film. No matter how poor
fro m tl1e conscious mind into another stage.
the special effects may be, topped with the lousiest acting and
Reaching home, I h ead straight to the bed. Peter's
plot line, I must know what h appens in the end.
embrace
me. Silence.
arms
"I see you with your husband last night at the Vintage
At tl1e moment, I cannot express m y fears. A few
Hotel. You wore that magenta silk dress with embroidery close
tears
drip.
I place my hands on his hands iliat rested just near
to the hem paired with heels."
my
belly.
I
search for the right words. "I love you too," I utRevelation's thunders hit me. It's painful to think of a
ter so ftly. He kisses my neck. Not yet; I'll speak tl1e necessary
strange woman unearthing the hidden realities of a marriage.
words later. I bask in his presence. I ponder the chance of
Please, be gentle u;hen speaking the truth.
making things work I imagine myself surrendered and united
"Inside, both of you hold hands, affectionate and even
with
Peter. Genuine passion may be possible.
dance the night away. Beautiful picture, aye? Such a perfectly
sweet scene out of a lame soap opera."
Oh, indeed. Jv!y life appears .ro.
Her finger shoots out pointing, ''And YOU-Veiled underneath those long lashes and soft expression, there's distance,
coldness, reservation and hatred. You are really a black widow
waiting to sting him witl1 deadly deception."
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POET AMBITION

" "

Michael Tucker

Jerei7!J' Richard.r

A poet's ambition?
Say something poet;
Define my world;
Invade my heart.
What do you notice
That I must not?
Explain to me the sunset.
Illustrate the tree.
Write about the strengths
And perils of our shared humanity.
And if I am to read it,
And my heart were to break or mend,
Surely you are the greatest, poet,
To ever have penned.

124
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Faux pas! faux pas!
Stretching out wid-lin tl"lis plastic bubble
I am a tape measure
Trying to gauge d1e circumference
And pull it back into
... Welli'mnotreallysurewhat . . .
Bur it will be pulled back
All d1e same.
Now I'm all wound up,
Sitting in a forgotten,
Rusted, red toolbox.
The cool blue
Is pouring out
Over the edge
And into . ..
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where I say harsh things I don't mean just to get people to stop
PROJECT MAYHEM
talking to me. I feel terrible about it, but I can't help it. It just
shoots out of me and the instant I say it I wish I could take it
Jared PoJJJel/
back, but I know it's too late.
For the most part I have my impulses under control.
I
still
feel
impulsive, but for the most part I don't allow myself
For many it comes as a shock; not for me. I saw it
to
act
on
it.
I keep it inside where no one will ever see. Somecoming years in advance; we all did. Everyone in the house
times I feel that if people truly knew what was in my head they
acted like a frantic, rookie bomb squad member trymg to
would
never talk to me. Everyone would fear for their well
disarm a time bomb before an entire city block was reduced to
being;
I
would be an outcast.
nothing but smoldering rubble. We couldn't figure out which
A fter the divorce it was almost impossible for me
wire to cut. Everyone was shouting a different color. No one
to cope with anything. Little things up set me more than tl1ey
knew the right course of action; it was impossible to detershould have. I put the blame on my father and chose to side
mine. Eventually, the rookie pulled the wrong wire and everywith m y mom, mostly because I was still living with her. Howthing was destroyed. The structures of these buildings were
ever, being away at college has changed tl1at; it's given me a
already heavily damaged, however. It might as well have been a
new perspective on things. I realize now how much I mi ss my
controlled demolition.
father. I've realized tl1at it wasn't all his fault. He had a disease
The bomb maker, the cause of all the destruction, fled
and we should have done more to help him. You wouldn't
the scene. He was nowhere to be found. Although I contindivorce someone because they had cancer; it just isn't right. My
ued trying to get in touch with my father, I could never find
sleep
has become riddled witl1 dreams of my father's return. I
him. Maybe it was because I really didn't want to. After a few
haven't seen him in over two years but when we meet again in
months I made contact with him, but it was too late. He was
my slumber I feel so happy. I feel whole again.
headed to Washington the following day-no time to get in
Witl1 counseling tl1ings have become easier, but I still
touch. Not like I really wanted to anyways. At this time I was
feel empty inside. A part of my life was torn away and it will
blaming him for the blast, and why shouldn't I? He had created
never be full y whole again. I love both my parents, but the dithe bomb, right? He should be the one to blame.
vorce has caused a separation in tl1at love, voids tl1at I now feel
Like so many guys who go through this routine, I bebetween myself and each of them. I realize now that I can not
came aggressive, had trouble relating with my friends, and was
change tl1e past; I can only work harder towards a brighter fuvery impulsive at times. Although I'm starting to get more o~
ture. As Lincoln said in his first Inagural Address: "We are not
a handle on it now, it's been a major struggle for me. As I wnte
enemies,
but friends. We must not be enemies. Though passion
this essay, I have to force myself not to throw my coffee cup
may have strained, it must not break our bonds of affection.
against the wall. Times are hardest for me when I think about
The
mys tic chords of memory ...will yet swell... when again
what happened to my family. I've learned to force myself not.
... by the better angels of our nature."
touched
to show my aggression but that doesn't mean I don't still feeltt
all inside. It's like a ball of anger inside of my chest that I can
physically feel. I'm terrified of the day when I can no longer
keep it inside and it leaks out. It's a constant fear for me.
I don't talk to that many people. I have a few select
friends and that's all I want. I can't stand being in large groups
of people. When I am, I become easily annoyed to the point
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UNDER BHEINN BHUIDE
Dustin Kunkel

It was dark and the
Breeze was blowing from the sea
When we finish ed
Telling one another what
We already knew.
The fireflies came out
To play and quickly
Made their way back
To each tent,
E nshrining the stretched
Nylon with yellow-ribbed
G lows.
I stood on the edge
Of the path
Resting
My eye on three mountains,
The dark h eart of the
River carving their
Roots, the opening
Plain in the distance
The silver bay circled
With lights and
Sea-tinged crests of hills
And the gentle voices of my companions
Putting themselves to
Bed,
G lowing like spirits
0 f fire in this
Cold, rain spattered
Stream ribbed Place.
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like claws that hung curled against the ceiling, claws that would
unfurl and strangle any attacker if she was put in a compromisable
position.
Beth Holian
"Isn't it beautiful?" whispered a male voice in her ear.
"I can almost h ear the futility in their screaming."
Alice Hanson stared blankly at the large spread of
Her sup erior officer was standing beside h er.
television screens in front of her, watching a satellite photo of
"That makes n o sense, sir," Alice replied, her voice
the United States engulfed in flames, and felt nothing.
monotone.
"Watch them fall down .. . "
"The only thing better would be personally watching
The background music was more of a command than
the light leave d1eir eyes as they die."
a suggestion.
Alice felt a hand move away the tubes that ran from
"Watch them fall down .. . "
her forehead resting on her sh oulders and settle on tl1e sid e of
The haunting melody continued to play as d1e picture
her neck. A cold shock ran up her spinal chord, but she did not
blinked for a moment b efore it switched to a shot of E urope
move.
burning.
His hands felt as if he had taken iliem out of the
The world was burning.
free zer.
Powers had fallen .
"You did tl1is you know," the officer's voice continued
There were no longer different cultures.
as tl1e hand slid f01ward down her naked collarbone toward
There was just flames, embers, ashes, dust, and the
her breast. "You should be pro ud, Alice, proud of this destrucmusiC.
tion."
Always d1e music.
"But tl1e world is gone, sir," Alice replied, paying no
"Watch them fall down ... "
heed to the wandering appendage.
It had been playing since sh e could remember. The
"The fate of destruction is ilie joy of rebirtl1."
melody was the only thing that reached her ears - b esides the
"I don't understand, sir."
commands of her superior officer.
The hand was now tracing small circles around where
And Alice was always watching, always watching things
her nipple stuck out from her thin shirt.
fall: cities, countries, nations, continents, even whole worlds
For a brief moment the image on tl1e screen flickered
had been decimated, and all the while her eyes never left the
and changed: now she was watching Asia burn.
screens in front of her.
"We can stop tl1is unraveling . .. "
The apparatus to which she was attached was considNo, no it was already done: everytlung had already
ered a marvel of modern science - a machine to monitor mabeen unraveled and the world was now being razed to tl1e
chines. A metal sweatband encrusted with a tangle of wires and
ground .
tubing encompassed her shaved head; several IV s branched out
Was this really an end that could bring a new beginof h er veins, d1e tubes rested on her shoulders and disappeared
ning?
so mewhere behind her, and an armband on her right shoulder
"Why do yo u think you are here, Alice?" the officer
monitored her blood pressure and her heart rate. Her wrists
asked.
and ankles were affixed to unfeeling steel rests that allowed h er
A momentary cold sting at her side told her another ·
to be in a sitting position.
hand had been placed on her bare torso.
All Alice could really see of d1e machine were the bat"Lay tl1em all down .. .lay them all down ... "

WATCH THEM FALL DOWN
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The music. Always the music.
"We do not need men to tl1ink for us.
"\'(/omen are such beautiful creatures," the officer con"Creating and taking was never a man's job, but a
tinued silkily, "but they have such simple minds."
woman's, and there, sire, you were correct."
Alice blinked, but said nothing, continuing to watch in
The light in the officer's eyes faded gradually as A lice
front of her. Soft pressure on her left thigh told her one of the
spoke to him, her gaze penetrating tl1rough his corneas.
hands had moved.
"I hop e you know that you have no one to blame but
"The world is not black and white, Alice darling. There
yourself for tlus, sir.
are places where the two meet, and this, this is where we dwell,
"I refuse to be your puppet any longer."
on this thin line between the darkness and the light."
She turned her eyes away from his and back to the
The hand was now between her legs; the other was still
screens belund her.
preoccupied with her nipple.
"It is n ot I that did this, but you, sir. And it will be left
"Do you know what I love the most about women?"
to me to fix tl1e world on wluch you have rained destruction.
"No, sir," Alice mumbled.
"Women are not as useless as men want them to be."
"Not only can you take life away, but you can also creThe image on the screen flickered again, showing a
ate life," the officer sighed as he reached inside her.
picture of the Eartl1 burning.
"Is this true, sir?"
"Watch them fall down ... watch tl1em fall down ... "
''Yes," he breathed. "You should feel lucky Alice. I
"Main screen turn off," Alice spoke in the officer's
have made you what you are, and now we will both enjoy the
voice; the televisions went dark.
fruits of my labor."
''And now," she wluspered as she walked past the dead
Alice's lower regions tensed as he pushed further into
officer's body, "to turn off the damn music .. . "
her. She felt him try to pull out, but he was trapped.
From behind her, Alice felt a rush of air go by and the
glint of metal reflected briefly off the screens in front of her.
The hand left her breast abruptly, but Alice was unfazed. T he otl1er hand struggled for a brief moment to release
itself from tl1e delta between her thigh s, but fell still as she
unclenched h erself.
Alice listen ed to the soft mechanical whine on ungreased hinges as she slowly stood, pulling tubes and wires
away from her forehead and arms. Blood ran in tiny rivulets
down her arms, filling the creases on her palms and between
her fingers.
Turning, she saw tl1e body of her sup erior officer
hanging limp in the grasp of glistening claws, his eyes still shining in the darkness.
"You sh ould feel lucky, sir. You made me what I am,
and I alone will enjoy the fruits of your labor.
"You say that women are simple-minded, sir, but it is
men whose minds are simple.
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DANCE MY LITTLE MANNEQUIN
Beth Knapp

Dance my little mannequin
Put on a pretty show
For all the people watching you
The people who don't know
Your lovely, laughing eyes
And your pleasant, painted smile
Are nothing but a lie you use to feed your own denial.
Sing my little paper doll
So all the world can hear
That pretty, wordless, tuneless dirge
You sing to hide the fear
That if you cease your senseless song
And use a voice that's real
Then they will cease to play along, and learn how you truly feel.

E ric B&J.f?" © 2008 Dylan White

Ah, my little marionette
So polished and so prim
But all that sawdust in your head
Has made you rather dim
And your baby button nose
Has grown to guite a length
If you'd stop your lies, it wouldn't grow
But you don't have the strength.

Felix and I © 2008 Bethany Taylor
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VARIOUS HAIKU
Johanna Stephens

LOSTFOUNDLOST
Johanna Stephem

Dot7'tforce buds to bloom
Don't force buds to bloom
They wilt and flutter away
You ask; I open

I said yes" tbat dqy
I said "yes" that day
Slight tremors went up my spine
And I spread my hands

Stem at tbe lamp ligbt
Stare at the lamp light
Midnight is past- you stand here
Without your nimbus

Have I lost you?
Have I lost the seal
between
us
in which I pressed my woe,
emptied my elation?
Have I found you?
Where were you?
All
along,
you pressed your body against my nerves.
I have lost you.
Lost you among the seams
in the garments of my depression.

Enligbtenmmt
E nlightenment breathes
Without illumination
Only in-and-out

Last bour o/ the night
Last hour of the night
Sighs in anticipation
Laughs at my boldness
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and also had cool tattoos. It became normal to have a group
RONNY (SENIOR THESIS EXCERPT)
of teenagers gathered around Ronnie as he laughed a lot and
always had interesting stories to tell. Andrew thought he was
E lisabeth Ni cMurrqy
hysterical and we younger girls admired him from afar. He had
a really cool trick. He would hold my brother in a certain posi"And even as the)! did not like to retain God in their k nmvledge, God
tion around the neck until he passed out. It was amazing what
gatJe them over to a dehased mind, to do those things 1vhich are not ftttmg;
sort of things you could learn from prison and all of us kids
being filled 1vith all unrighteousness, sexual immora!zry, lVtckedness, cotJetwatched in fascination as he perpetually brought various boys
oNsness, maliciousness;jitl! of enry, murder, strife, decezt, evt!-mmdedness;
in the youth group in and out of consciousness.
thl:)' are whisperers, backbiters, haters of God, violent, prot~d, boasters, mI caught Ronny's attention once. It transpired by
ve11tors of evil things, disobedient toparents, tmdzscernmg, untrt~stworth)l,
chance one day when we happened upon Ronnie, his young
zmlotJing, unforgiving, unmerciful,· " Romans 1:2 8-31 (NKJV)
son Beau and Denise swimming at Lake Tapps. My brothers
quickly joined in dock fights (a water version of King of the
Ronny Bewley was another inmate who was saved
Mountain) and Ronny showed them who was Lord of the Lake
through our church outreach. H e is huge in my memories, but
until he voted himself too old to keep up. He jumped into the
he couldn't have been over six feet. He was large though, a
shallow end of the swimming area towards Beau. When he surood 250 to 300 pounds of muscle. H e was also hairy. H e had
faced he was frantic. "My teeth fell out, my teeth fell out," he
~airy arms and hairy legs and a hairy face with a full b eard of
hollered. "Hey everybody spread out and dive for my teeth!"
curly brown locks with tints of gray.
. .
Ronny looked strange with the gap where two front
I was fairly young when he got out of p1l and moved
teeth should have been. It was almost funny. I dove down into
into the church. Within the Christian community only those
the water just to show I was trying. I didn't think there was
who lack faith ques tion G od's ability to change a person. This
any hope of finding his partial; his teeth were gone forever,
was, perhap s, what led my parents and the elders of our church
lost in the murky glacier water. It was a miracle when I dove
to allow a rapist to live in the b ack of our church nursery and
down right over the teeth. I picked up what I thought was a
later in a trailer on the church property.
used Band-Aid and surfaced with Ronny Bewley's false teeth
Ronny's arrival just happened to coincide with a
pinched between my fingers. He was ecstatic that I had actually
string of vandalism that had been occurring every weekend.
found his costly tooth partial and loudly stated, "I owe you one
O ne night Ronny and a friend chased down the two teenagers
Lizzy, I owe you one man."
responsible, scaring the boys so badly they never returned. We
Ronny eventually went back to jail. No one told me
never had to clean eggs off the sign again.
.
why. None of us kids knew why. We were distraught. We sent
Ronny's salvation slowly worked itself out. He got lus
him cheerful letters and he replied. His letters always had carson back and b egan a new job. He was faithful to the church
toon drawings in them, which were actually quite good.
and attended most services. He cleaned up so nicely that it
A few months passed before a teenager in the congrewasn't long before he attracted the attention of a younger
gation told her parents he had been sending her inappropriate
divorcee in the congregation, D enise. Denise's larger frame
letters. All I ever heard was he said things a man should only
mesh ed well with Ronny's. Her flaming red hair and saucy temsay to his wife. The girl was sixteen and seemed so upset that
per made them seem p erfect for each other.
I got angry. I wrote Ronny Bewley and told him what he was
We all attended the wedding to cheer on the youth
saying wasn't good. "You only say those things to Denise," I
department's n ew hero. He had saved us from the evil vandals
wrote. I asked him to stop. I told him, "You owe me one,
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remember?"
Melissa apparently didn't understand the gap in their
I'm not sure how he took that letter, a harsh rebuke
ages and began relating the fascinating and horrific facts of her
from a prepubescent female. He never wrote back. Ronny visreality. "Yo u know Tom? He's Marsha's boyfriend ," she whisited church when he got out. He came once or twice to Friday
p ered in the dark towards Abby. "They have sex all the time,
basketball. H e really liked Becca. He ignored me. Eventually h e
mostly in the living room. O ne night I was sleeping on the
quit the church all together. I didn't hear anything more about
couch and they started having sex on the fl oor."
him until my mother let Abigail spend the night with a little
"What!" Abby was horrified. "Why?"
girl, Megan, whose parents had previously attended church.
"Oh, I was pretending to be asleep. I saw his p enis. It
Meagan was an unusually hyp er child wh o was well known
was really small," she stated, giggling hysterically at this revaround Sunday school for wetting herself. Frequently. Meagan
elation. This was followed by a moment of peace and A bby
h ad t\vo older sisters, Melissa and Marsha. T hey were both in
thought she could sleep, escaping until our mom would come
high school and in special classes for developmentally slow stuand rescue her.
dents. Abby barely knew tl1em when sh e arrived at tl1eir house.
"We both slept witl1 Ronny." Melissa's words shattered
"Abby, do you want to sleep with Meagan or with me
the calm.
and Marsha?" Melissa asked, h er chapped lips parting in a smile
"What?" Abby knew she must be lying. Ronny was
causing reflections of light to shoot from her metallic braces.
married! Ronny was old and funny and cool. He could choke
"I don't know," Abby said. She was taken aback, it was
hold you until you passed out. He wouldn't do that!
h ours before bedtime.
"Yeah, we had sex with him in the woods behind his
"She's sleeping with meee," Meagan whined and tl1en
house." She seemed to revel in the risque-ness of it all.
started whimpering.
Abby wanted to vomit. "Both of you, at the same
"No Meagan, you wet tl1e bed," Melissa retorted,
time?" she murmured.
''Abby's sleeping with us."
"Noooo." Melissa thought that was funny. "It was at
Abby was relieved at first. She didn't want to share a
different times."
wet bed with Meagan wh o still sucked her thumb. Her relief,
Abigail arrived home safely. At least physically safe.
however, turned to horror that night when she found herself
They dropped h er off tl1e next morning. She shot out of their
alon e witl1 the t\vo older sisters.
Ford like a pinball and ran inside without saying goodbye or
"Marsha, it's time to change for bed." Melissa pulled
even thank you. She ran to our mom, sobbing, "Please, never
up Marsha's shirt over her head to reveal bare breasts.
make me go there again, please mom."
"No," Marsha griped, "I don't want to change."
"You have too," Melissa replied. "You haven't changed
today."
As the younger sister changed the elder, Abby sat
embarrassed, mortified at seeing such a profoundly endowed
girl stripping in front of her. We were a modest family and kept
such things to ourselves. As the night progressed Abigail was
exposed to more than just boobs. Wh en the lights were finally
out Marsha left the room. Melissa turned towards Abby.
"She's going to the living room. To sleep with Tom,"
she stated bluntly.
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BIRTH
j ess Bouchard
I.
Above my ears, he sings
"How does it feel, how does he feel,"
and I want to answer.
I patiently sit, waiting for her, for him --

Department: The Promethean, Contents May Be Hot (2008-2009)
butterfly trap,
your stringy, careful mouth.
Every day your eyes widen more; now, your perfect slits minuc
the moon you chased
for months, like little bloon1ing miracles.
I am still your blur.

The way her body contorts and contracts,
slipping out of her cocoon.
I know no one feel s restful.
The moon is almost n ew -the small sliver just hangs over
our heads ready to fall, waiting.
How curious!
we begin to notice small, vivid details
when our ears are in pain for her -when tl1e walls of her love relentlessly surrender.
We try to shape tl1e world, m e universe
but we sit.
We wait.
We listen for the clarity of h er voice,
the singularity of two entwining oceans of sound:
the portrait of a new life.

II.
The same way me wind harmonizes with me tluck, tall grasses
&
the geese fly in perfect, unbreakable formation we breathe pulling tides togemer. Towing our love: a continual

trust.
We sink and rise again, the caves of ours chest align like a
heart: delicate, ripe.
I h ear your whimpers starting in your toes and traveling to your
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down his newest nightmare-laced opus or imbibing enough
caffe111e to kill a herd of cattle (which he would then proceed
to wear), Shawn plays the gu1tar, acts, and generally spends his
ume be111g a pretty weird guy.

Jess Bouchard graduated fall term from Concordia with a
Bachelor's in E nglish. She was one of the Manag111g E ditors of
The Promethean and a staff member since 2006. Her poems embrace themes paralleling life and nature u sing the natural world
as a necessity. Currently sp ending time h ome 111 New York, sh e
plans to attend Graduate School in the fall for an MFA, but 1s
undecided where she will go.
Michael Brockhaus graduated from the University of Maryland with a BA in Sociology. He is now pursuing his MAT at
Conco rdia. He is currently student teaching a wonderful group
of fifth and sixth graders at the Access Academy here in Portland. That's his story and h e's sticking to 1t.
Brittani Brown is a freshman English major. She is originally
from California, and loves to dance and write. Someday she
hopes to fulfill her dream and b ecome a writer and choreographer.
D aniel Cameron Jives and writes in Las Cruces, New Mexico.
Cora Canzler is in her first year of nursing school at Concordia University. Needless to say, mo st of her time is spent
with textbooks or in class. Between studying and interning
at the hospital she enjoys playing tennis, sewingodd fashion
creations, family dinners, sun tanning, and relax111g wlth close
friends.
Daniel Cole is a Concordia graduate who works for the
Portland Trail Blazers. This is how he writes: Like tl1e scene
from Scanners, my head explodes. Brain gob s fly all over the
place. Chunks, of what was my head,_splatter walls, people,
and my surroundings. Someumes enlighte11111g, I am disgusted,
nauseous, and intrigued. Amalgamaung that aftermath creates
my writing. From the refuse rises my new head~ for tl1e next
"boom" . He likes Go jira, kung fu moV1es, gam111g, cartoons,
comics, food, and sports. Jess Bouchard ...she's awesome.
Shawn Drake is a senior maj oring in E nglish. He is the author
of a veritable horde of novels, though they range in various
stages of completion; from half-baked ideas to G rimoire's
bigger, angrier brother Raker. When not franucally scnbbling
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Erika Doremus is currently a sophomore student-athlete
at Concordia University from Port Orchard, WA where she
graduated from Soutl1 Kitsap High School in 2007. She is
ma1or111g 111 Humanities and after earning her Bachelors degree,
she plans to attend Law school. Along with writing her passlons 111clude volleyball, German and politics.
Ben Fitzgerald is a freshman E nglish Major here at Concordia. He enjoys both playing (guitar, vox, harmonica) and
listerung (Beatles, folk, country, metal, blues, Jazz, indie, rock,
class1eal, gospel) to music, and wishes he had more time to
enjoy video games. His literary influences include the Bible
William Shakespeare, Alice in Wonderland, fair y tales, Aes;p's
fables, E ~rop ean mythology, and "That 70's Show." He is good
fnends wlth his high school h1story teacher, Mr. Jeff Pollard,
~nd he lov~; authentic chimichangas. He would like to give a
shout out to Chns, I saac, Reshan, E nc and Rick, h1s "homies
from da hood."
Amber Ford is a senior, graduating May 2009 witl1 a Bachelor
of Arts in E nglish. She resides in Hillsboro, O regon with her
husband, Robert, her three daughters, Kayli (7), Jadyn (6), and
E mily (3), her son, Noah (8 months) , and a guinea pig, Sarah.
Amber 1s an Ed1tonal Ass1stant for Proverbs 31 Woman's Magaz111e and an 111tern for the Marshall Christensen Foundation
(MCF), an international nonprofit promoting higher education
111 underdeveloped countries. She hopes to graduate, get a cat,
a Newfoundland, and a G olden Retriever and to continue writing to encourage others.
'
Holly Goodrich ~raduated from Concordia University witl1
her degree 111 E nglish 111 2007. She is honored to be publish ed
111 The Promethean for the fifth time.
Sarah Gutierrez is a senior majoring in English with a minor 111 theology. She discovered her passion for writing at age
eleven. Now, at twenty-s1x, that pass10n has only intensified.
After graduating this May she plans to start a family with her
husband of 2 years, Nehemias, and explore writing as a full
ume profess10n. Sarah enjoys singing, hiking the Columbia
Gorge, and hanging with her huge, wonderful family. She
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wrote this excerpt from real life experiences and hopes that at
thanks Nehemias for sacrificing the first years of their mar- .
the very least lt 1s enterta11ung to a few of those who may have
riage for h er to realize her dream s, for b elieving in her potential
expen enced similar situations.
and supporting her every step of the way.

Beth Holian has survived her fourth and final year at Concordia and completed a completely useless Bachelors in E nglish
degree. She hopes to attend graduate school to pursue a degree
in Library Sciences to fulfill her dream of becoming Y01mko
Readman. Beth is inspired by the wntings of Neal Stephenson,
Jon Courtenay Grimwood, Orson Scott Card, and Ke1ko Nobumoto. Watch Them Fall Down was heavily influenced by the
trance and techno music of DJ Spoke, Daft Punk, and Andy
Hunter. Beth enjoys obscure pop culture and anime references.

Daniel Mershon grew up in Carson, WA. After graduating
high school he attended Concordia University for one year;
th en transferred to Washington State U,niversity where he is
currently pursmrig a degree in Mathematics Education. In his
spare time he enjoys playing the guitar, the outdoors, biking,
h1king,. sw1mmmg, and workmg out. Daniel is proud to have
bUilt Ius own acoustic guitar, and hopes to build more in tl1e
future. Daniel is honored to have his essay published in The
Promethean, and hopes that one day he will be able to write an
entire book worth publishing.

Becca Houser is a bookworm, poet, thief, heartbreaker, math
hater, crooked teeth, wanderer, dreamer, sandwich eater, so -fi
watcher, sock collector, bicyclist, atheist, temporary tattoo
artist, liar, crier, frequent flyer, nomad, bad cook, conuc book,
landscaper, tree bugger, bootlegger, rebel, inventor, room
renter, beat maker, muffin baker, booty shaker, w1t mag1e1an,
theoretician, tea drinker, deep thinker, light sleeper.

Ben Miller is a sophomore E nglish major with an interest in
creative writing and poetry. One of his favorite places to visit
1s the Oregon Coast, even when it's wet, windy, and disgusting.
He has a great love for stones regardless of what form they
come in, be they books, games or film.

Beth Knapp is a graduating senior, majoring in Psychology.
She spends her time daydreaming,. getting lost 111 beautiful .
music, hangmg out w1th her boyfn end, sketclung, playmg video
games, and occasionally doing h omework. One day, she w1ll
finish her novel.
Dust Kunkel grew up in Ghana, Africa, missing the '70's and
MTV years. He had his parents' Johnny Cash and Bob Dylan
records for lyrical inspiration, African music for rhythm. He's
driven grain-trucks, tractors, and a huge yellow school bus .
filled with campers and kool-md 111 Montana; learned Humamties from Scheck, Gephart and Hill at Concordia; raft-guided
the Salmon River; fo ster-parented abandoned children; directed
year-round camp programs; instructs young adults a s servant
leaders; and received a Masters degree 111 expenential education from the University of E dinburgh, Scotland. H1s poems
explore landscape and the person-hood of things. And h1s
anachronicity.
Elisabeth McMurray was b orn in E llensburg, Washington but has spent the last eight years o f her life in Portland,
Oregon which she now considers home. She graduated from
Concordia University last May and I S now teaclung English at
Yangyang Boy's Middle School, in Yangyang South Korea. She
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Kaitlyn Montague is a senior E nglish major, editor of the
Concordia Chronicles, and soon to be "starving artist." She's
a pop-culture endmsiast with an insatiable love for inventive
music genres, smash-it-up anime, and Greek mythology. This
proclaimed revelry maker spends her afternoons in coffee
shops contemplating who would actually come out as d1e
ultimate villain in a fight between Voldemort and Darth Vader.
She spends far too much of her life on books and film and
claims she'll never give up comic books because they i~spire
JUSt as much as an unhealthy obsession with 90s TV and classic
horror films.
Mariah Perry graduated in December, 2008 with her Bache.lors in psychology. She is currendy pursuing job opportunities 111 Central Oregon and resting before she begins a Masters
program at Pordand State. She enjoys traveling, hiking/ jogging,
attendin~ sho:vs, creative adventures, drinking wine/ coffee,
and activities 111 the sun. She pursues a lifestyle that is socially
consoence and believes change is always possible. Mariah feels
she 1s most msp1red by Margaret Atwood, Cornel West, President Barak Obama, and the progressive ideas of her peers.
Lastly, she 1s desperately in love with Portland, OR.
Jared Powell was born and raised on a military base in Soud1ern California. He exited the womb with a fully-automatic
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assault rifle in hand. As a child h e found solace in falling asleep
Johanna Oosie) Stephens graduated from Concordia in 2008.
to the beautiful cadence of helicopter blades and the rhythmic
H er current writing projects include a young adult novel and
sounds of mock bombing runs in the distance. He was born
vanous poems as they pop into her head. Aside from writing,
a so ldier raised a soldier, but did not become a soldier. In
Josle enjoys reading, drawmg, music, wedding planning, and
high sch~ol h e discovered his love for literature and, seeing as
her cat Max. She volunteers at Animal Aid, a local cat and dog
Am erica h as not ye t utilized a way to kill1ts enem1es w1th the
rescue shelter, to keep herself happy and out of trouble. This
knowledge of books, h e came to Concordia to study English
year, she will marry Brad Dobrinski, a supremely intelligent
and hopes to teach it one day.
male (also a Concordia graduate).
Kristine Pugsley is a senior English maj or. She has greatly
enjoyed being one of the Managing E ditors for The Prometbean.
Once she graduates in May sh e'll be pursuing a graduate degree
in Library Science. In the meantime, she'll be putting the finishing touches on her senior thesis, looking for a job, reading
anytlling she can get her hands on, and trying to persuade her
roommates to let her get a dog.
Jeremy Richards is a junior honors E nglish major. In his free
time h e reads, writes, drinks coffee, snowboards, plays soccer,
and PWN S nOObs.
Paul Roshau is a senior majoring in Exercise Science. He
is en route to becom e either an A thletic Trainer or a Physical
E ducation Teacher at the high school level. On tl1e Track and
Field team, Paul throws the javelin.

Indu Shanmugam is a senior Secondary E ducation/English /ESOL maj or. A fter growing up in b oth India and Dubai,
U.A.E., she now calls Portland home. Being a world traveler,
she has visited Malaysia, Singapore, Hong Kong, Mexico, and
spent last summer in Argentina, where she got to visit Bu,enos
Aires and took tango lessons. H er safe h aven 1s D oug F1r s
happ y hour with her friends. She enjoys swing and salsa dancing, and writing. "Exile" is from a sh ort story sen es tl1at about
the themes of love, relationship, sexuality, redemption, and
h ealing. Did she mention that she has a weakness for cheesecake?
Cassondra Shaw is an E nglish major in her sophomore year
at Concordia. Some of her activities on campus include writing
for the Concordia Chronicles newspaper, active membership in
the Associated Studen ts of Concordia University senate, and
participation in musical groups on campus. She also enjoys soy,
yoga, and juice drinks of many varieties.
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Salena Stopper is from Oregon City, Oregon, but is originally
from Inkom, Idaho. Her major is Interdisciplinary Studies with
a pnmary concentration as Biology. One day she would like
to be a massage therapist. Her dream job would be working
111 a hospttal partnered up w1th a doctor or physical therapist.
She loves to sp end t1me w1th her fnends, trying to make them
laugh, watching movies, reading her Bible, and listening to encouragmg musiC. She 1s also currently the Elizabeth Hall girls'
Chaplrun and loving it!
Brianna Sylvia-Clarno is a freshman honors English maj or
who loves to eat da1ry, even though she is lactose intolerant.
She enjoys a good cup of coffee, and a good sales rack. In her
free ume, she likes to read, write, sleep, dance, and be on the
Promethean board.
Bethany Taylor is c~rrently a sophomore in the Biochemistry
program at Concordia Umverslty. She enjoys science and wants
to go into E pidemiology research in the future. She enjoys
photography, smgmg, wnt1ng, and listening to great music
and mos t of h er hobbies include these things. She is also very
blessed to be included in The Prometbean and thanks all for allowing her to show a little side of herself.
Michael Tucker is a senior majoring in E ducation with an
emphasis in E nglish, from Camas Washington. He hop es to
eventually obtam a Masters Degree in E nglish. Among other
thmgs, he 1s Interested 1n making and listening to music as well
as art of vanous types and mediums.
Jeriann Watkins is a freshman from Nampa, Idaho. She is an
E nglish maJor and music minor. She enj oys writing, music, and
random statements about cows.
Other Contributers: Loni Blankers, Frances Bonner, Cassandra Carver, Danielle Forster, Jessica Kamppi, Maria Rizk,
Lauren S1ppy, Vanessa Wendland, and Dylan White.
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